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A Missing Hero 



CHAPTER I 

High tea was proceeding somewhat noisily a^ 
No. 7 Clifton Terrace, Westbourne Grove, on||^ 
soft drizzling May afternoon a good many years 
ago — t&e convives being at an age when there is 
but one step from silent shyness to uproarious 
mirth. 

A little girl's birthday was being celebrated at 
Mr. Stenner's " private hotel," as he liked to call 
it, an establishment well known to Anglo-Indians 
of moderate means. 

The guests were few, though they sounded 
numerous, two little girls, besides the heroine of 
the evening and two boys of perhaps ten. 

The young ladies were accompanied by their 
ayah, a small, sad-looking, dark woman, swathed 
tightly in gay colored print Avith a kind of mus- 
lin veil over her head, who assisted to carry round 
cakes and sop up spilt tea and milk, and occa- 
sionally to keep the peace between Master Boileau, 
son of General Boileau, C. B., and Freddy Innes, 
youngest son of an '^ irregular cavalry " captain. 
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8 A Ifissing Hero 

Freddy's sisters were exceedingly demure and 
conscious of their best frocks, also silently antag- 
onistic to Herbert Montmorenci Boileau, the 
spoiled only son of an elderly father. The little 
hostess was shy and silent, and by no means 
elated by her prominent posilioQ. 

"What a row those children are making," said 
the taller of the two ladies as they ascended the 
hall doorsteps, at the moment when every one 
hod grown familiar and thrown off their company 
manners. " I hope they are enjoying themselves, 
poor little sonls I For my part, I cannot say I 
believe much in the joys of childhood, you are 
always made to do something you don't want to 
do, and if you get your own way you generally 
regret it bitterly. I've bad pretty bad times 
since I was 'grown up,' but I don't want to go 
back to the nursery I " 

She rang sharply at the door as she spoke. It 
was immediately opened by a stout, elderly man 
whose appearance bespoke respectability so high 
that it bordered on nobility. 

It is strong testimony, by the way, to the 
infinite superiority of creation's lords — the differ- 
ent impression made by houses where the door is 
opened by a man in broadcloth ; compared to 
those where a mere female slavey, in scanty 
skirts, inspects the inquirer through a half open 
portal. The one stamps itself "apartments," the 
other meekly suggests " furnished lodgings." 
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"Well, Mr. Stenner," continued the speaker 
with a bright condescending smile, " I hope my 
young friends are not turning your house out of 
* the windows ! ' " 

" By no means, Mrs. Merrick, 'm, children will 
be children, we was all young once ! I've put 
your tea in the drawing-room, ladies ! Mr. Lisle 
called about an hour ago, and begged me to say 
he would call again, as he wanted to see you very 
particular." 

" Did he ! Come, Mary, I'll just look in on the 
bairns, then we must renovate. This horrid 
weather takes one's hair out of curl." 

The speaker was a tall, handsome woman with 
dark gray eyes, a brilliantly fair complexion, a 
lot of fluffy fair hair, golden, but not dyed, and 
what was generally considered a fine figure. 

She was becomingly dressed in slight mourn- 
ing and had an air of being thoroughly, good- 
humoredly well pleased with herself. 

Her companion was small, slight, neat, but 
pleasing with a soft kindly expression and a 
certain unpretending air of refinement. 

She looked rather eagerly into the dining-room 
as Mrs. Merrick opened the door, and her quiet 
face clouded a little as she perceived the occu- 
pants were only children. 

" Well, my darlings ! " cried Mrs. Merrick in a 
strong voice, with a joyous tone, " how have you 
been getting on ? Have had enough cakes and 
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strawberries ? What are you going to do next ? 
We'll have the things cleared away, and as soon 
as we can take off our bonnets Miss Gilmore and 
I will come and have a grand game of forfeits 
with you. See ! I have some funny prizes here ! " 
and she held up a paper parcel. 

**0h! make haste, do! Mrs. Merrick," cried 
Freddy, jumping up to kiss her and nearly knock- 
ing her pretty airy bonnet off. " You are such a 
dear. We have had lots of cakes I I feel as if I 
must let out a hole in my belt. Bertie Boileau 
must be precious uncomfortable if he doesn't let 
out three." 

"That's no business of yours," retorted the 
lordly Bertie with some scorn. 

"Freddy, you are an impudent little jacka- 
napes I I don't envy your dear mother," cried 
Mrs. Merrick laughing. 

" Ah ! but mother would not give me for my 
weight in gold 1 " replied that promising young 
gentleman. 

Mrs. Merrick shook her finger at him and rang 
the beU for the house servant to remove the tea 
things, addressing some words in Hindoostanee 
to the ayah which caused that sad looking female 
to brighten up and apply herself with redoubled 
diligence to clear away the fragments of the 
feast. 

" Haste or no haste," cried Mrs. Merrick as she 
mounted lightly and swiftly to the bedroom 
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occupied by both ladies, '^I must crimp my 
hair I I could not see Geoffrey Lisle as I am ; 
did you ever see such an object ! I wonder what 
he wants to see me so particularly for ? " 

" Perhaps to ask for your lily white hand," 
suggested her companion. ^^He evidently ad- 
mires you immensely." 

^^ Oh ! I flatter myself he does, but as to matri- 
mony, that's another pair of shoes! For one 
thing I am almost nine years older than he is, 
and Geoff, though in some ways a jolly good 
fellow, will want a fine lady for a wife. No, no, 
that is all nonsense ! " 

" You are philosophic, Mrs. Merrick 1 " 

"My dear, I haven't a grain of philosophy, 
but thank God ! I have a trifle of common sense. 
Besides, Geoffrey Lisle would be an expensive 
luxury as a husband, and quite beyond my 
means I Nor would I ever care for any man 
who wanted to put his hand in my pocket ! I 
don't suppose he has a rap left of the decent bit 
of capital he came into scarcely a year ago." 

" What ! " exclaimed the other, " that nice, 
gentle, refined youth I " 

"Gentle indeed 1 I don't know much about 
him, but I have a strong suspicion he is a regular 
dare devil. What is it ? " breaking off suddenly 
and laying down the curling tongs which she had 
manipulated dexterously as a tap at the door 
caught her ear. 
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^^ If you please 'm, Mr. Lisle is in the drawing- 
room." 

" Very well ; I am coming." 

A few adroit touches, and the handsome widow 
was ready for action. 

'^Come with me, Mary," she said aathorita- 
tively. 

" Are you sure you want me ? " 

"Do you suppose I'd ask you if I did 
not ? " 

Both ladies descended the stairs to a pleasant 
sitting-room considerably smartened by prints, 
books, flowers, which did not belong to it, where 
a young man distinguished, well-dressed and well- 
set up, was walking to and fro slowly and thought- 
fully. 

He was tall, not very tall, slight, graceful, 
almost delicate looking, with light red brown 
hair, small youthful mustache, a straight aristo- 
cratic profile, and large, speaking, caressing 
brown eyes. His long lashes and straight, well- 
defined eyebrows were a shade or two darker 
than his hair. 

" Well, Mr. Lisle ! I am longing to know why 
you want to see me specially. Miss Oilmore and 
I have been busy shopping all this miserable ex- 
hausting afternoon. I protest the plains in the 
hot season are bracing compared to London on a 
warm, damp, drizzling May day. Is it a con- 
fidential communication? Shall I send Miss 
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Gilmore away?" They shook hands as she 
spoke. 

"No, by no means I" returned Lisle, "Miss 
Gilmore is a party concerned. You both ex- 
pressed a wish last week to hear Piccolomini in 
the Traviata ! It is not easy to get a box now, 
she is quite the rage, but I have secured one by a 
fluke for this evening. I hope you are disen- 
gaged and will allow me to escort you, and sup 
with me after the opera at Verey's." 

" Why I you are just the sweetest boy in all 
the world I " cried Mrs. Merrick. " Of course 
we'll put on our best bibs and tuckers and be 
ready at the moment appointed ! I've managed 
to see a great deal of London, and enjoyed it. 
Oh! haven't II but the opera has been a bit 
above me ! " 

" Don't tempt me to exact too ample a reward 
by your praises ! " exclaimed Lisle, laughing, but 
with a glance that brought the color to Mrs. 
Merrick's cheek in spite of her common sense and 
superiority in years. "I am unfortunately en- 
gaged for dinner, and it is partly a business en- 
gagement, or " 

" Business ! " interrupted Mrs. Merrick. " What 
in the world have you to do with business, or 
business with you, Monsieur Cupidon ? " 

"Ah ! isn't it unjust and cruel that a butterfly 
like myself should be shattered by such a blun- 
derbuss as business! However, curiosity has 
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something to do with my dinner to^ayl A 
rumor has reached me that my Uncle Marma- 
duke is about to commit matrimony ! and if there 
is any truth in it, the family solicitor will be sure 
to know, so I offered to dine with him to-day. 
He is not a bad old boy, and has excellent port. 
I dare not put him off ! " 

"Oh! Geoff! my dear boy, who is -this evil- 
disposed uncle ? " 

" Lisle of Linton Chase. The man who stops 
the way — ^my way at least. I say, Mrs. Merrick, 
you have been some time in India and they have 
lovely subtle poisons there. Could you get me 
an effective thimbleful to arrest this delinquent 
before he accomplishes his diabolical purpose ? " 

" I wish I could. I believe you might coax me 
into fearful criminality." 

" Hush ! Pray remember that Miss Gilmore's 
serene, though accusing glance is upon us ! and 
she does not understand the innocent harmless- 
ness of my nature. I understand you have a 
birthday party for that sweet little Sissy. May 
I be permitted to join the rebels for a brief space? 
I brought a small offering for the young heroine 
of the f^te." 

" You are too good-natured really ! Yes, we 
promised to go down, but your delightful plan 
put the juveniles out of my head. Poor Sissy ! 
It is her last treat. She goes to school on Satur- 
day." 
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"Why do you send her to school 1 Let 
her grow up natural, unschooled, untortured. 
Heavens, what a charming woman she would 
make/' 

" But hardly a happy one," said Miss Gilmore, 
breaking her long silence. 

" My dear G^eoflf, you don't know what a wild 
solitude my brother's farm in Northumberland 
is. It would be a sin to let any girl grow up 
there, but of course you do not know what you 
are talking about." 

" Is she your niece, then ? " 

" No, she is a little orphan half-sister — come 
along." 

While this interview was taking place the 
fragments of the feast below had been cleared 
away and the table pushed to one side, leaving 
the youngsters room to romp if they so desired. 

" I wish Mrs. Merrick would come. She said 
she would," exclaimed Freddy Innes. "What 
shall we do ? " 

"I can play a polka if you would like to 
dance," said Sissy timidly. 

"Oh, dancing is no good," cried Bertie. "1 
only care to dance to a band. Last Christmas 
holidays we went to a party at Lady Bertha 
Barnes's and she had a regular quadrille band 
and a master of the ceremonies." 

" Oh crikey ! " cried Freddy with mock ad- 
miration, "how did he ever come down to a 
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parlor in ' fnTnisbed lodg;ings ! ' Come, Miss 
Sissy, i'll dance the sword dance for yon ! Here, 
Mona McLeod," (to his eldest sister, an advanced 
young lady of twelve) " you play for me and, 
you, Bertie of Battersea, get the poker and 
tongs." 

" I don't live at Battersea," said young Boileau, 
sulkily. 

Miss Mona MoLeod started up and opened an 
ancient cottage piano which stood in an obscure 
comer. It emitted woeful and uncertain sounds, 
bnt Mona McLeod tackled it pluckily and evoked 
from its aged chords something like a strathspey, 
whereupon the indefatigable Freddy dashed into 
the intricacies of the famous dance, to the delight 
of the girls and the contemptuous wonder of 
Bertie. 

" Tou have touched the poker, Freddy 1 " cried 
his younger sister, who was watching him in- 
tently. " It's gone quite crooked." 

" No, I haven't," retorted Freddy. "I'd know 
if I had." 

" Tes, you did ! " exclaimed Bertie, delighted 
to find fault. " If I were you I wouldn't pretend 
to do what I couldn't ! " 

" Then you never pretend at all, my boy, for 
I suspect it's precious little you can do I " 

"How do you know?" cried Bertie, swelling 
with wrath at such an insult from an inferior, as 
be ooDiidered Freddy, 
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" Do you brash your own hair, or does your 
mother's maid titivate for the darling boy?" 
said Freddy breaking into a mild hornpipe kind 
of dance. 

" You are a vulgar, impudent cad, and I'll give 
you a good thrashing I " shouted Bertie, rushing 
at him. He was a big, heavy boy, and Freddy, 
knowing he would have little or no chance in a 
fight with him, dodged hither and thither, still 
dancing. 

" Boiler, Mr. Boiler, don't bust up, Mr. Boiler 1 
Lots of hot water always ready. £h, Mr. 
Boiler ? " 

"You must not fight, boys," cried Mona 
McLeod with the superior air young ladies of her 
age are fond of assuming. " You are a wicked 
boy, Fred. You began it all." 

" My father would not allow me to play with 
you if he knew what a cad you are," said Bertie 
choking with rage. " I'll stop your sniggering. 
There, take that I " and he dealt Freddy a strong 
blow in the chest, which, as he was taken by sur- 
prise, bowled the slight boy over. He was up in 
an instant. " Oh, if that's what you want, here 
goes," putting himself into a scientific position, 
dancing round his antagonist as if selecting a 
place on which to plant his first blow, when the 
door opened and Mrs. Merrick, followed by Miss 
Gilmore and Lisle, came in, pausing in dismay 
and amusement at the scene. 
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^' Oh, boys ! boys ! this is scandalous ! What 
has happened ? Why, gentlemen never fight be- 
fore ladies ! " exclaimed Mrs. Merrick. ^' I am 
shocked. You must make friends this minute I " 

"It's Mr. Boiler's fault. He's such a thin 
skinned chap I Come along, Boiler, now you've 
let off the steam ; let's make up I " 

" Look, here's poor little Sissy in tears," said 
Miss Gilmore. 

While Mrs. Merrick remonstrated with the 
combatants Lisle sat down and lifted Sissy on 
his knee. 

" Are you frightened, my little love ? What 
matter if those rude boys knock each other 
about. I'm afraid you are a coward," whispered 
Lisle. 

Sissy was a slight little creature with a quan- 
tity of real nut-brown hair, softly waved and 
tied back with a knot of blue ribbon ; her delicate 
face boasted no country roses, but her pallor was 
clear and healthy and the eyes she lifted to 
Lisle's when he spoke were deep lustrous blue 
eyes that inclined all who looked into them to 
look again. 

" Yes ! " she said, low and soft, though her ac- 
cent smacked of the north, " it hurts me to see 
them hurt each other I " 

" You unlucky little darling ! If you are go- 
ing to be hurt by the hurts of others you'll have 
a bad time of it in the coming by and by I " 
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" But it does make me unhappy ! I don't like 
to see Freddy struck. I am fond of Freddy ; he 
makes me laugh, but Bertie always pulls poor 
pussy's tail and makes her cry." 

" So this is your birthday ; how old are you, 
Sissy ? " 

" Nine years old." 

'^ So much ! you do not look it and you are go- 
ing to school ? They might let you wait awhile." 

" I do not want to wait ; I like to go ; there 
will be many little girls to play with and — and I 
know nothing." 

" Look here, Sissy, when I heard this afternoon 
that you had a birthday I went off and found a 
present for you." 

The child looked up eagerly as he drew a long, 
thin morocco case from his breast pocket. 
Opening it he displayed a dainty, simple neck- 
lace of silver daisies with golden hearts. 

" Oh, how lovely I " cried the child, looking at 
it with delighted eyes, but not attempting to 
take it from its dark blue velvet bed. " It is just 
like the real daisies I gather by the burn at home, 
and the yellow middles ! how do they make it ? " 

" Very glad you are pleased. Let me put it 
on your neck." 

" Oh, no I not yet. I only want to look at it ; 
is it quite mine, all for me ? " 

" Quite your own ; no one's but yours. If any 
one presumes to meddle with it, tell me." 
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Sissy looked long and lovingly at this new 
treasure, then she let Lisle clasp it round her 
neck and stealing her little hand up to his shoul- 
der, she nestled her head into the hollow beside 
his neck and murmured : " I do love you." 

" Thank you ! you sweet little soul," whispered 
Lisle, holding her close to him. ^^ How an old 
fellow of forty or fifty who has had his day 
would adore a loving daughter like this till she 
left him for some younger fellow that she adored I 
Gad! I feel quite paternal myself!" thought 
Lisle as he clasped the necklace round the child's 
neck. " I wonder if you will deign to wear this 
ten years hence when you are nineteen ; eh ! my 
little love?" he said more to himself than to 
Sissy. 

" Yes ; to be sure ! No one else will ever give 
me anything so beautiful." 

" Very well, God knows where we shall both 
be by that time, but don't forget me, my 
sweet." 

" Why, where are you going ? " 

" God knows ! " returned Lisle lightly. 

"Ah, Sissy, what is that you have there?" 
cried Mrs. Merrick, coming across to her little 
sister. " What a lovely present ! Geoflf, you are 
too generous. My little girlie never saw so 
charming a trinket in her brief life before. 
Come ! we are going to bury all differences in a 
game of forfeits, so rub up your memory or your 
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invention, my dear Prince Charming. * Bow to 
the wittiest) danoe to the prettiest, and kiss the 
one you love best.' " 

" By all means ! " returned Lisle putting down 
his little sweetheart. ^' This various homage will 
be offered on one shrine I The last clause must 
be in * camera.' " 

^^ You are a most audacious young scapegrace I 
Come, Master Boileau," said Mrs. Merrick, 
" come and sit between Sissy and Mona McLeod 
Innes I The post has gone out from Constanti- 
nople to Croydon ! Make haste, Miss Gilmore is 
Croydon 1 Who is St. Petersburg ? Oh ! Jessie 
Innes ; and Cronstadt ? Where in the world is 
Cronstadt ? I never could learn geography ! " 

^^ Cronstadt is a strong fortress, and seaport of 
Bussia," said Bertie Boileau sententiously. 

"Bravo! There's a learned mufti for you! 
Go up top I " cried the irrepressible Freddy, and 
the little party was soon absorbed in the excite- 
ment of forfeits. 

Finally Lisle, after a few words in an under- 
tone to Mrs. Merrick, took up Sissy in his arms 
and kissed her brow. " I suppose you will be a 
solemn young lady from school, when I see you 
again," he said. " I shall not venture to take 
you on my knee and kiss you." 

" Why ? I shall try and be a good girl, very, 
very good, and I will kiss you I " 

" Thanks, sweet one 1 Well, if you are very, 
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very, very good, I'll not say no I Good-bye, my 
darling, I shall be late." 

A couple of hours later Mrs. Merrick, looking 
exceedingly handsome in evening dress, found 
Miss Gilmore engrossed by a letter she was read- 
ing by the last gleams of daylight. 

"I hope he will not keep us waiting!" ex- 
claimed the widow. " Ah I you have a letter 
from my brother. What does he say ? " 

" He cannot come up until the end of next 
week," returned Miss Gilmore. " He thinks it 
would be well if we could manage our marriage 
while he is in town, and pass a brief honeymoon 
at York on our way home ! " 

"A very good suggestion— only " 

" Mr. Lisle," announced the landlord, throwing 
the door open. 

A rapid, earnest apology and Lisle swept them 
off to the carriage that waited below. 

Lisle seemed in unusually high spirits, and 
their drive from the far west to " Her Majesty's " 
seemed wonderfully short. 

" There's an uncommon fine woman ! " said one 
of two men who might, from their aspect, have 
been medical students. They stood close to the 
entrance, but on the wrong side, as Lisle and his 
companions passed through the doorway. 

" Yes," said the other, " but not quite the same 
stamp as the man with her. Did you notice 
him ? " 
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" I did. Do you know him ? " 

" No, but I know who he is — a deuced deal too 
well — he is Geoffrey Lisle, a precious young 
scamp. Only for him I'd be next heir to fifteen 
thousand a year and a fine old place." 

"Keep out of his way, then, or you'll be 
tempted to give him a bill. He is a regular 
swell." 

" Anyhow, he is going the pace pretty fast, but 
he doesn't drink. So he may last a good while 
yet. " 

" Well, Morris I I'd rather not be the chap that 
stood in your way," returned the elder with a 
chuckle. 

" Pooh, nonsense. Do you think I'd be such a 
precious fool as to risk my neck even for fifteen 
thousand a year ? " 

" Well, I don't know," began the other, and 
they moved off into the transparent darkness of 
a summer night. 

Meantime Lisle and his friends ascended to 
the box he had secured, anxious to be in their 
places at the beginning of the opera. 

The curtain had risen, however, and they 
hastily settled themselves while, from behind the 
chairs of the ladies Lisle silently surveyed the 
house. 

At the end of the first act a stout gentle- 
man of middle height, with gray hair, fierce, 
waxed mustaches, angry, light eyes, and a 
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well set up, soldierly carriage, presented him- 
self. 

Lisle greeted him with a friendly nod, and 
Mrs. Merrick exclaimed : 

^^ General Blair I I thought you had gone to 
Scotland ? " 

"No, my plans are a little altered. Good- 
evening, Miss Gilmore. Didn't think young 
ladies were brought to plays of this kind, eh ? " 

" No, general. Only wicked old women like 
me," said Mrs. Merrick, shaking her fan at him. 

" I admit your wickedness only in one sense, 
my dear lady." 

"Now that is a cruel speech. Mr. Lisle, you 
must not let the general abuse me." 

" General ! Beware ! " cried Lisle, dramat- 
ically. 

" What a delightful box," Mrs. Merrick con- 
tinued, " one can see every part of the house so 
well. Who are those people in the stage box ? " 

Whereupon Lisle began to explain who was 
who to his interested listeners until the curtain 
drew up and both became absorbed in the joys 
and sorrows of the fascinating " poitrinaire." 

When the drop scene next went down, the gen- 
eral, who had been annoyed because Lisle had 
put him right about some choice bits of high life 
scandal, now took his revenge. 

" Lisle, my dear boy, I am deuced sorry to hear 
that your uncle is to be married next month 
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to the Hon. Miss Dynevor. Bad luck for you, 
eh?" 

" Infernally bad, general ! " 

" What do you think of doing ? The holidays 
are over ; you must go back to school, eh ! " 

" I'll enlist in your regiment, general ! I hear 
you are to have a conoimand in the northwest 
provinces 1 " 

^' Indeed I I did not think the appointment 
was generally known ! In fact, I thought of re- 
tiring ! " 

" And why, pray ? " asked Mrs. Merrick with 
a delightful smile. '^ I am sure you are as fit to 
command a division as when I met you at Bum- 
chunder." 

"Will you excuse me, Mrs. Merrick!" said 
Lisle, who had been looking down for the last 
minute or two from 'behind her, his glass fixed on 
the stalls. " I see a man I want to speak to down 
there, and I know he is going out of town. May 
I go and catch him ? " 

" My dear Mr. Lisle ! Why, of course ! " 

" And I leave you under the care of this * preux 
chevalier,' " with a wave of his hand toward the 
general as he left the box. 

" It's perfectly astounding how rarely one meets 
a sensible, unaffected, young man, nowadays," 
growled the general, looking angrily after him. 

" My dear general, if Geoff Lisle is anything in 
particular, he is unaffected." 
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" I cannot contradict a lady," pompously, " but 
if you knew the estimation he is held in by 
men ! " 

" Pray, why can you not contradict a lady, my 
dear general? Because we are children — or 
idiots ? Pray, do not make uncivil speeches." 

"Bless my soul, Mrs. Merrick! you know I 
would not say an uncivil word to you, not to win 
the chief command of — of " 

" Then, why do you do it ? I feel quite hurt ! 
You know I don't like you to think little of me ! 
I never could bear it ! " and she looked bewitch- 
ingly at him. 

" My dear Mrs. Merrick, my dear lady, I — I 
— think you are — in short, I'm afraid to say how 
much I think of you," stammered the general, 
completely routed. " I beg you to believe that I 
have the highest esteem and regard for you, by 
Jove I " 

" Do look at that lady in the third box from 
the stage, left side," interrupted Mrs. Merrick. 
" Is she not wonderfully like Lady Markham ? 
You remember Sir Gilbert Markham's pretty lit- 
tle wife, up at Simla ? " 

" No, I can't say I see the likeness." 

" I am almost disposed to think it is Lady 
Markham herself." Mrs. Merrick protracted the 
discussion in spite of her elderly admirer's at- 
tempts to return to a more personal subject till 
the curtain drew up again. 
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Meantime, her attention to the deepening 
tragedy of the opera was diverted by her increas- 
ing surprise at Lisle's continued absence. 

The curtain fell again, and still their host did 
not reappear. General Blair went away for a 
few minutes to speak to some Indian friends in a 
box near them. 

During his absence Miss Gilmore spoke : 

" What has become of Mr. Lisle ? " 

" Heaven knows I It is not like him to show 
any slight to his guests, especially lady guests." 

"No, indeed. He has been buttonholed by 
somebody." 

"It is very tiresome 1 and that ill-tempered 
general will abuse him for rudeness and ill-breed- 
ing." 

"Hasn't your all-accomplished young admirer 
returned?" asked General Blair when he re- 
turned. 

"Nol" replied Mrs. Merrick, "I can't think 
what has become of him. I hope he has not met 
with any accident." 

" Not he ! Fallen in with some fine lady en- 
chantress and gone away to sup with her, and 
her friends, or more likely t6te-a-t^te ! " and he 
laughed a rather wheezy laugh. 

" No, no ! Geoffrey Lisle is far too thoroughly 
a gentleman to be guilty of such rudeness. Why, 
he had invited Miss Gilmore and myself to sup 
with him ! " 
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"That makes matters a trifle worse. Believe 
me, you do not know what an audacious young 
scamp Lisle is — where did you meet him ? " 

"Oh, at the Caresfords — Colonel Caresford 
commanded my husband's regiment. I wish he 
would come back. Whv, the curtain will fall in 
a f^w minutes, and I can't attend to this scene." 

" I wouldn't trouble myself, if I were you ! I 
am quite at your service ; I'll see you home, and 
find out to-morrow, if I can, what has befallen 
that young scamp ! " 

" Oh, General Blair ! he will be sure to come 1 
I feel quite uncomfortable! If I thought he 
could behave so disgracefully " 

" I should not like to be in his shoes when he 
next meets you I Indeed he would deserve any 
punishment if he has deserted you in this in- 
famous manner." 

The minutes slipped swiftly past, the last 
strains of the dying songstress ceased, the 
enthusiastic plaudits of the audience recalled her 
to life and the great house began to empty itself, 
the attendants appeared with coverings to place 
over the velvet upholstery, still Lisle was absent 
without leave. 

"No use waiting any longer; a few minutes 
more and we shall not be able to get a cab. 
Come, my dear Mrs. Merrick. Let me put on 
your cloak. Miss Qilmore, here's your scarf. 
It's deuced odd 1 I don't know what young men 
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are coming to nowadays. By Oeorge ! I have 
seen a man shot for less insulting conduct to a 
woman (and such a woman) than this," cried the 
general, who looked very much alive not to say 
triumphant, and he led his silent, mortified com- 
panions to the exit. There he stopped a young 
man who was hurrying out. " Hullo 1 Calvert, 
have you seen Lisle anywhere about ? " 

" Yes ; about an hour ago he was leaving the 
house with Algy Moore and a lady." 

"Just so! just as I thought," chuckled the 
general as with the help of an obsequious com- 
missionaire he secured a four wheeler. 

"It is quite the most extraordinary thing," 
murmured Mrs. Merrick, throwing herself into a 
comer. 

" I am sure something very unforeseen has oc- 
curred," said Miss Gilmore, thoughtfully, " for I 
am quite sure that only some necessity of the last 
importance would have induced Mr. Lisle to leave 
us with such scant ceremony." 

Little more was said by either of the ladies. 
The general talked at intervals with politeness 
and animation, but the trio were subdued and 
depressed by this strange disappearance. 

Arrived at Clifton Terrace, General Blair as- 
sisted the ladies to alight and opened the door 
for them with Mrs. Merrick's latchkey. 

" No, my dear madam, I will not go upstairs. 
You ought to go to bed and try to sleep off the 
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unpleasant effect of this confounded contretemps. 
Take my advice, have some brandy and soda, 
with a lump of ice in it before you go to bed. It 
will be reviving as well as cooling. I'll look in 
to-morrow afternoon if you'll allow me, to let 
you know what information I may collect. 
Good-night, my dear lady ; good-night." 

"You may be sure I shall tell Mr. Lisle my 
opinion very plainly. I never was treated in 
such a way in my life before," cried Mrs. Mer- 
rick, refraining with some diflBculty from 
tears. 

" Good-bye, Miss Gilmore ; good-bye my dear 
Mrs. Merrick. God bless you." He grasped her 
hand painfully tight and left them. 

When they reached their bedroom, to Miss Gil- 
more's great surprise the bright, buoyant widow 
suddenly sat down and burst into tears. 

" My dear Mrs. Merrick," exclaimed her friend 
in a tone of astonishment. 

"Yes, dear; I am an awful fool! I didn't 
think I cared so much for that delightful boy ! 
But to think he should make so little of me be- 
fore that disagreeable, cantankerous, contempt- 
uous general. Oh I I will tell him how disap- 
pointed and mortified I am and that I will never 
have anything more to do with him,never, never, 
never ! I always felt, though I did not acknowl- 
edge it to myself, that he was just brimful of 
pride and looked down on middle class people, 



A Missing Hero 31 

and why, pray ? what did he or his ever do for 
the good of his country ? My husband's people 
have fought and bled for England these hundred 
years, and I thought he really liked me — I mean 
as a confidential friend. Good heavens ! what a 
fool I am making of myself," breaking off sud- 
denly and drying her eyes. 

"Well, yes; I think you are," returned her 
companion, "and it's not like you. In my opin- 
ion Mr. Lisle is not proud, he has the simplicity 
of a real gentleman. I am more uneasy than of- 
fended. I believe he has got into some terrible 
trouble — but there is no use in conjecturing. We 
have no clue. Let us go to bed." 

To-morrow, however, brought no clew nor 
many to-morrows. In vain the family solicitor, 
who loved young Geoffrey Lisle, sought the aid 
of police and detectives. The papers, then much 
more reticent than at present, gave paragraphs 
on the subject. Not a creature had seen or 
spoken with him since he bid good-night to Algy 
Moore and his sister. His valet had had leave to 
go out for the evening and on his return found 
everything just as he had left it before going 
out. The landlord of Lisle's rooms said he had 
heard no one come in, though he had been kept 
awake by toothache. Mrs. Merrick's wrath 
melted into the most poignant anxiety ; all sorts 
of dreadful crimes suggested themselves; she 
wished the river to be dragged for his mangled 
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remains. Every one was eagerly curious and sin- 
cerely disturbed for the prescribed nine days, 
after which things resumed their usual course. 
Marmaduke Idsle, Esq., of Linton Chase, who 
took little or no trouble about his nephew, was 
married with due pomp. Mrs. Merrick, after 
some wise reflections, agreed to take command of 
the general and started for India soon after her 
brother had carried oflE Mary Gilmore to his 
Northumberland home, and perhaps the only 
faithful memory was little dreamy, silent Sissy's, 
who at the end of each quiet day in her new 
school offered a loving prayer to God that He 
would watch over and preserve her '^missing 
hero." 



CHAPTER II 

Away in still, savage South Africa, in which 
the first seed of many future railroads had just 
been sown, where ostrich farms, diamonds and 
gold had not as yet suggested themselves to the 
original colonists, the sun was setting one fresh, 
ahnost cold, evening toward the end of March, 
over a wide, open and somewhat desolate 
stretch of country, the features of which were 
shrouded by the fast closing shadows of coming 
night. 

Under the clear dark blue sky a group were 
standing as if to draw breath after a severe strug- 
gle to drag one of the huge unwieldy trader's 
wagons which taxed the strength of the span 
(some twelve oxen) which had successfully brought 
it through a somewhat deep ford and up a steep 
bank to the level surface of the veldt. 

To guide the panting animals, a tall, slight 
black sat on the chest fitting across the front of 
the wagon, and wielded a formidable " sjambok " 
with its many feet of bamboo pole and as many 
more rheimpys for the lash (strips of steinbok 
skin) which for the present rested from its 
labors. 
Two or three other colored servants were oc- 
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cupied soothing and rubbing down some strong, 
well-bred horses, which were wet and uncom- 
fortable after crossing the drift (ford). 

A tall, powerful man, sunburned almost to an 
African tint, seemed to be in command. He 
spoke much and loudly in a mixed lingo of !Eng- 
liffh, Dutch and some native dialect. 

Besides these individuals, two men stood apart 
and conversed together, in what may be termed 
** upper ten English." 

These fellow travelers were much of the same 
age, between twenty and thirty. One was 
shorter, broader and stouter than the other. He 
was fair, with rather scanty reddish hair and light 
gray, wondering, near-sighted eyes ; his nose was 
long and upturned, a carefully cultivated mus- 
tache did not quite hide a wide, loose, good-na- 
tured mouth. He was rather a contrast to his 
companion, a slight, but well-built man, with a 
small, well-shaped head, neat, small features and 
piercing black eyes set rather too closely to- 
gether. 

He carried himself with an air of assurance and 
an unfailing regard for the graceful and be- 
coming. 

"It's an infernal nuisance to have a mother 
who insists on playing providence for you 1 " ex- 
claimed the stout, fair man, as he struck a match ; 
his enunciation was slightly impaired by a cigar 
held between his teeth. " Why does she insist 
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on my distiDgaishmg myself ! I got on very well 
in England, just as well as any other fellow. I'm 
not a bad shot, and I can waltz well enough. I'm 
sore when I was best man at Eilfane's wedding 
I returned thanks for the bridesmaids uncommon 
well, and had no end of applause. It's deuced 
uncomfortable jogging on in that Noah's ark on 
wheels, besides having a brace of Hottentots 
alongside. Very unpleasant companions, too. 
By jove, I feel like a sort of glorified traveling 
tinker. Just look at that lot of pots and pans, 
kettles and cans, lashed to the frame underneath. 
It's all too extraordinary. I shouldn't mind so 
much if we could have a chance of meeting some 
elephants feeding. It would be grand to go home 
and say I had shot an elephant; in fact, one 
might say several elephants if you had shot one 
actually, but the knowing brutes seem to have 
made tracks for safer quarters, eh, Forrester ? " 

His companion had been watching the man who 
was rubbing down a fine brown horse, the best 
of the steeds, and did not pay much attention to 
his interlocutor. 

" D'ye hear me ? " asked the latter, after wait- 
ing a moment. 

" Yes, yes, of course ; we'll find elephants and 
game of all sorts as we go on. Wait till we meet 
tiiis nughty Nimrod, Hhe elephant smasher.' 
He'll show us no end of sport and as you say, you 
are by mo means a bad shot." 
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" That's all very well, but when shall we come 
up with him ? " 

'^ Oh, all in good time ; there is no use being 
in a hurry. Come, Mactier," addressing the man 
who seemed in authority, " we had better press 
on to the place you intend to stop at. Mr. St. 
Maur will be wanting his dinner or his supper, 
and we'll want to make things snug for the night 
first." 

" It's not far off," returned the man he spoke 
to, with an unmistakably Scotch accent, " and 
we haven't done badly to-day. Twenty miles in 
eighteen hours, up hill and down dale, there's not 
another span in the colony would do it." 

" Hurry up * Verdompte kerle,' " to his men, 
" we'll get under the lee of a kopje about a mile 
and a half further, which will shelter us from the 
northeast, for I can tell you the daybreaks are 
cold as we travel north at this time of year." 

After some thrashing and much bad language 
in various tongues, the unwieldy equipage got 
under way and rolled slowly forward. 

As the evening was chill the two Englishmen 
mounted their horses and, led by their Scotch 
"veturino," if we may borrow that term, rode 
smartly forward into the fast gathering gloom. 

Mactier had been engaged not only to pilot 
the strangers, but to provide transport, commis- 
sariat, everything except ammunition and horses ; 
it was a good plan to save trouble, but an expen- 
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sive method of going to work. That did not 
matter much, however, to the Hon. Tom St. 
Maur, for his mother, the wealthy and ambitious 
countess of Bamborough, paid the piper with no 
stinted hand, hoping her somewhat disappoint- 
ing second son might gather a respectable crop 
of " laurels " among the various opportunities of 
South African life. 

Forrester, the secretary, adviser, and nurse of 
the young sprig of nobility under his charge, 
rode on silently, but St. Maur, who, having very 
Uttle to say, as usual, did a great deal of talking, 
chattered on to their conductor, plying him with 
questions and offering him suggestions of a rather 
childish description. 

" Good Lord ! " mused Mactier, " what a ^ bleth- 
erin ' idiot to have such a * commando ' under his 
heel. Money must be plenty where he comes 
from." 

'^Then this elephant smasher is no end of a 
shot," pursued St. Maur, little imagining the esti- 
mate his employee was forming of him. " Did 
you ever speak to him ? Is he a stuck-up ^ snuff 
the moon ' sort of a chap ? " 

" Speak to him ? " echoed Mactier, " why I was 
one of his first friends in the colony. Why it 
must be between eight or nine years since I met 
him at Natal and pretty hard up he was. I've a 
fancy he came from South America. I got him 
his first decent bit of work as ' after rider ' to a 
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big hunting expedition up beyond the Drachen- 
f els ; after that there was no more trouble. He 
was sought after right and left, and soon started 
an expedition of his own, but he's a first-rate 
fellow. He never forgets a friend ; he gave me 
a ring a few years back when he had not much 
to part with ; I'll show it to you when we have 
any light." 

^^ What's his name, this 'elephant smashing' 
hunter ? " asked Forrester. 

" Oh, North, Graham North ! Come 1 I see 
the lights of our party. Let's go back ; Carlo 
will show you how a venison steak can be cooked 
in the open." 

St. Maur was a first-rate judge of cooking in 
general, and expressed his approval of the food 
set before him in no measured terms, nor did he 
stint his praise of the beer with which the repast 
was washed down. 

This refreshment finished, some brandy and 
soda was served and cigars were again the order 
of the night. 

"What was the last news you had of this 
* elephant smasher ' of yours ? " asked Forrester, 
breaking the silence of physical satisfaction which 
ensued. 

"I've heard naught of him this six months 
past," returned Mactier, "but he has his times 
and seasons ; the end or middle of September he 
generally comes down with ivory horns, karosses 
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and such like. He generally stops a bit at Mr. 
Erie's, though I think he missed last year ; any- 
how, I'll send a messenger to him. Now, sir," to 
St. Maur, " if you'd like to see the ring I men- 
tioned, here it is." He drew a ring which had 
evidently been enlarged from his little finger. 

"Why it's a signet ringl" cried St. Maur, 
taking it and looking closely at the design. 

" Let me see," said Forrester, who inspected it 
very carefully, holding the ring close to the light 
and turning it from side to side. " Curious," he 
muttered, " it is the cognizance of Marseilles, the 
sacred fish of Apollo, a very unusual crest; I 
have a fancy for these oddities. Should you be 
inclined to let me have this for a couple of sovs?" 

"Well, no! I'd rather not," broke in Mao- 
tier, before the other had finished his sentence. 
*^ North has done me many a good turn for the 
one I did him, and I fancy that old ring has 
brought me luck ; I don't like to part with it." 

" Oh I if you are superstitious about it, I've no 
more to say! It looks like English workman- 
ship^ wonder where he picked it up ? " 

"He might have done so in England! He 
was, I fancy, a seafaring man and had knocked 
about the world a good bit before he landed 
here." 

The talk turned on hunting and the deeds of 
former Nimrods, in which St. Maur joined with 
great interest and a large capacity of belief, 
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always siding with their guide, whenever For- 
rester doubted his stories, or disputed his views. 
As the conversation proceeded and Mactier's ac- 
counts of feats performed in jungle and veldt, by 
rock and silver, increased in wonder as his allow- 
ance of rhune diminished, St. Maur's ambition 
took fire ; he informed his hearers that he intended 
to show them what an English sportsman could 
do even though he was new to the country. 

" Come, St. Maur," exclaimed Forrester at 
length, " I think we had better turn in. If you 
are to perform such deeds among the big game 
you must be very abstemious — brandy and water 
oft repeated does not clear the sight or steady 
the hand : you know Lady Bamborough's solemn 
charge to me the day we started." 

" Don't talk in this way to me, Forrester ; my 
mother would molly-coddle me into a nonentity 
if I let her have her way ! Do you think you 
are talking to a schoolboy ? " 

" By no means, but wiser and more experienced 
men than either of us have gone to pieces in the 
same rock ahead. I have undertaken to be not 
only your secretary, but your guide, philosopher 
and friend, and, don't make any mistake, I in- 
tend to do my duty and write home the truth, 
the whole truth and nothing but the tinith to 
your mother. Come, be a man of sense and we 
may have a jolly good time together ; if you will 
not, why, I'll make it deuced disagreeable." 
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" A good time indeed ! wlien you dragged me 
away from Cape Town where I was getting on 
like a liouse on fire, finding a lot of pleasant fel- 
lows I You made me act like a brute to a charm- 
ing woman I She said she knew why I was leav- 
ing and breaking all my engagements ; wish you 
had seen the look she gave at you when she said 
it!" 

"Never mind, you'll find something just as 
charming as we go along." 

Turning from him decidedly, Forrester asked 
Mactier, "Who is this friend of the * elephant 
smasher ' you mentioned just now ?" 

" Erie, an English settler, came out here some 
years ago to join an old colonist, Sykes ; they had 
been friends at home, I think. Sykes died and 
left Erie his land — he had no family — Sykes, I 
mean. I think we'll stop a bit at his place, it 
comes in our line of march ; we'll find some rhu- 
boks and waterbucks about there just to begin 
upon. Maybe we may hit upon the ^smasher' 
himself ; he often comes down to Eavenscleugh 
about this time." 

" Eavenscleugh," cried St. Maur, " why that's 
the name of a farm in my part of the country. 
It's odd to find it in this out of the way place." 

"Ay! it's a north country name, I know," re- 
plied Mactier. "Sykes was a Northumberland 
man ; I have heard many settlers name their new 
homes after the old ones ! " 
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" I think I have heard of Erie, too ! " contin- 
ued St. Maur ; " I fancy my brother had a tenant 
fanner of that name who went to smash the year 
the Bamborough colt won the St. Ledger ; do you 
remember, Forrester ? " 

" No, I don't. St. Ledgers and colts and such 
like aristocratic diversions have been out of my 
line," said Forrester, with a slightly bitter laugh. 

" I have seen John Erie often when I was a 
little chap," resumed St. Maur. "His home- 
stead was not far from the hall. He was a first- 
rate horseman and a gentleman in his way. His 
wife, too, was very nice. She used to give me 
first-rate griddle cakes when I used to go to 
tea there. By jove 1 it's like a Family Herald 
story." 

The Honorable Tom babbled on for some min- 
utes longer and then betook himself to rest in a 
species of hammock, slung above the various im- 
pediments which crowded the wagon, the mattress 
resting on a network of strips of hide. Mactier 
proceeded to see that all the party was as- 
sembled, the horses safe and the watchman at his 
post. Then he, too, sought a corner near the 
front of the wagon, where he could see the coun- 
try in front and hear any slight sound outside 
their moving castle, for he knew his own faculty 
for sleeping with one eye open. 

Forrester scribbled for some little time by the 
light of a thick candle set in a candlestick fitted 
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with a glass shade, which sheltered it from ooea- 
sional draughts, but so far the night was still — 
occasionally he laid down his pen and thought 
deeply, his close set eyebrows almost meeting in 
a frown as though knitted in some mental effort. 

He bad made the good hit in his whole career 
when the rich restless widowed countess of Bam- 
borough engaged him as bear leader to her un- 
satisfactory second son. 

The young earl was a pattern of steady con- 
scientious laboriousness. He worked on com- 
mittees respecting railways, and inquiries into 
all sorts of rights and wrongs. He presided at 
scientific meetings and gave lectures to working- 
men in the county town adjoining his country 
seat which was in a mining district, whence his 
mother drew her wealth. So the countess left 
him alone and concentrated all her efforts in 
making a man of Tom. A happy accident threw 
Forrester in her way, and he was not the man to 
lose a chance. 

At length he, too, closed his book, extin- 
guished the light and let his busy brain repose 
itself. 



About the same time the moon was rising 
over a large roughly built farmhouse some sixty 
or seventy miles further north than where Mactier 
ftiid his party had outspanned. 
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The trees, fields, gardens, stackyards and out- 
buildings encompassing the editice indicated 
mach rural wealth, and the baying of some 
wakeful hound broke the profound stillness.' 
Presently an upper window opened and a head 
appeared, while a voice called clearly in a ring- 
ing musical tone, " Quiet, Gellert, quiet, good 
dog, to kenuel. I cannot sleep, naughty dog ; to 
kennel ! " 

The dog yelped a recognition and was silent 
for a few minutes, then whined as if asking for 
company. " Yes I dear old Gellert, I should like 
to go down to you, but I must not," and she 
withdrew from the window closing it ; and walk- 
ing towards a large old-fashioned sofa, where 
some wraps lay, she took up a shawl and moved 
noiselessly back. 

" What are you doing, Madeleine ? " asked a 
childish, querulous voice from a little bed in a 
corner of the largCj low room. " I cannot sleep 
when you walk about : do put out the light." 

" Yes ! I am going to cover up the window, 
Dolly," and the speaker paused in the full, silvery 
stream of moonlight, a slight girl looking taller 
than she really was in her long straight white 
nightgown, her loose sleeves falling back as she 
held up the shawl showing snowy, rounded arms 
— a rare but exquisite beauty. Her face, which 
was rather short but delicately oval, was lit up 
by a pair of eyes dark but not black, and smiling 
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in harmony with her red, parted lips, as she 
looked lovingly toward the speaker. Having 
pinned the shawl to a couple of hooks at either 
side of the casement, she went over to the little 
bed, for there was sufficient light still to show 
the larger objects in the room ; " are you warm 
enough, dear ? " she asked. 

"Oh, yes! It is not cold to-night; are you 
reading still ? " 

" Oh, no, Dolly ! It is quite the middle of 
night. Gellert roused me with his baying. 
Now go to sleep, dear, I am going back to 
bed." 

A small pair of arms emerged from the bed- 
clothes and were thrown round Madeleine's 
neck. 

" Kiss me good-night." 

" God bless you, my sweet I " and having 
tucked up her little roommate, Madeleine kissed 
her tenderly and returned to her own bed, but 
not to sleep. 

First she lay listening to the profound and 
solemn silence which seemed an embodiment 
of the vast solitude which surrounded their 
abode. It was little more than a year and a half 
since she had left the thickly peopled neighbor- 
hood of London, and the terror of her present 
isolation had not yet worn oflf. Madeleine was 
physically a coward, and quite unaware that deep 
down in her scarcely developed nature lay a vein 
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of undiscovered gold, rich with wondrous possi- 
bilities, among them the courage which comes 
from high-toned will and spiritual conviction. 
At this period of her young existence she was 
depressed by a sense of her own insignificance, 
her valuelessness in the eyes of all with whom 
she was in any way connected. 

Her only protector was her half brother, John 
Erie, a man quite old enough to be her father — 
indeed she had never known any other — and he 
was a stern, silent representative. She thought 
little of such things till she was suddenly up- 
rooted from her childhood's home and plunged 
into that miniature world, a school. Then vague 
hints dropped here and there respecting the ex- 
treme goodness and generosity of Mr. Erie, her 
schoolmistress' exhortations to diligence and at- 
tention in order to prove her gratitude to her ex- 
cellent brother suggested that she was entirely 
dependent upon a relative who was in no way 
bound to support her. Unfortunately John 
Erie was naturally taciturn and undemonstrative ; 
moreover, he had never forgiven his father's mar- 
riage or ceased to dislike his late stepmother. 
Though too just to deny his half-sister a shelter 
in her father's house, he was not generous enough 
to forgive her existence. 

When, after two or three years of happy mar- 
ried life and the birth of twins-- son and daogfater 
-^troubles came thickly upon him; Jolm Erie 
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grew almost morose and Madeleine grew quite 
ashamed of herself for living on. Then an open- 
ing offered for the widowed, ruined man in the 
rich lands of South Africa, and the clouds lifted 
scHuewhat ; finally he was able to call his chil- 
dren home to his new country from the school, 
where, through the help of friends and relatives 
he was able to keep them. To Madeleine, who 
had for some time earned board and lodging as 
junior teacher in a large school, he sent his com- 
mands to return to his care, but though he told 
her she would be welcome, he added that he 
hoped she would be able to make herself useful, 
a hope, Madeleine thought, which implied a 
doubt. 

Fortunately, Dolly and Jim, who became her 
pupils, became her dearest friends, and with them 
she knew some happy hours. 

So she lay and mused, feeling more and more 
wide-awake as her brain worked more intensely. 
Why did her brother exclude her from his heart, 
from his knowledge? He knew nothing about 
her, and he did not wish to know. Why, he had 
kinder words for Gellert and the sporting dogs 
that ran at his heel than for her. 

She had often tried to talk to him, to draw 
him to her by touching little wiles, but he was 
simply unapproachable. For the hundredth time 
Madeleine told herself it was all in vain — that she 
would never try again. 
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" I can be of use to Jim and Dolly, though,^' 
she thought, " and I will stay here until they are 
sent to school. Then I will go, too. I will earn 
my own bread, even if I have to go into a shop, 
or as a servant. Happiness will come to me some 
time. Life is so wide and deep and lovely, there 
must be good in it even for me 1 Oh, how far 
away I am from my dear, good, wise Miss Price. 
When shall I see her again ? " This was the 
head governess under whom Madeleine had 
worked for nearly three years, and to whom she 
was deeply grateful. 

Then her thoughts flew away to the question 
of dress, a very troublesome one. At present 
Madeleine was the proud possessor of two sover- 
eigns and a half — the gift of a well-oflf sister far 
away, and she needed a new dress. 

" I heard brother John say that some trading 
traveler would be coming past here soon. Per- 
haps he will have some stuff that would do. It 
must be thin, for summer is coming on. Oh, 
Gellert, you are too tiresome ! I shall never get 
to sleep." 

But she did not know how tired she was, and 
even as she said this, unconsciousness began to 
steal over her. 

Daylight filled the chamber when she awoke 
again. 



CHAPTER III 

Breakfast was over in John Erie's comfort- 
able abode. Madeleine bad called the children 
more than once to lessons, but they had not yet 
appeared, and Mrs. Sutton, the housekeeper and 
gouvernante (for Madeleine was neither old nor 
experienced enough to manage an establishment, 
such as his, in her brother's opinion), had departed 
to visit storeroom and kitchen, when a man on 
horseback descended a low hill or upland which 
lay northeast from the farm, and made toward 
it, across the veldt. 

"Erie's lot has fallen on pleasant lines," he 
thought, as he came in sight of the house. It 
was built of brownish, grayish stone and roofed 
with time-mellowed thatch, and was sheltered at 
the back by a kopje (large hillock) covered with 
trees and rocks and thickly growing leafage. 

A wide stoop or veranda, a few feet from the 
ground, ran all along the front, right and left of 
the entrance. This served as an additional room 
or place of assembly. The rough, unbarked tree 
trunks which supported the cover of this annex 
were draped by vines and many colored flower- 
ing creepers with an endless variety of lovely 
blossoms that would have been the pride of a 
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conservatory in England. Orchard and garden, 
thatched stabling, oxen kraals, stock yard and 
huts for the native laborers encircled the sub- 
stantial dwelling, and beyond all, the wide 
stretching veldt, changing from light to darker 
green as the wind swept over it. To the left 
rose some richly wooded uplands, and far behind 
them, closing in the wild loveliness of the scene, 
a chain of lofty mountains uplifted their snow 
white crests against the deep, clear sky. Over 
all glowed the life giving radiance of the gor- 
geous morning sun. 

" For how many centuries has all this loveli- 
ness existed only for the wild beast, the giraffe, 
the buffalo ? How it has increased in beauty and 
fertility since I was first received here by old Ted 
Sykes, more than eight years ago," the horseman 
continued to muse. ^' Poor old chap ! he was 
down on his luck when his only boy was drowned 
in the wreck of the Ocean Queen, but he cheered 
up when Erie joined him, so did the land. Glad 
Erie got it all at last. He has doubled its value." 

He touched his horse, a rough, powerful animal 
unacquainted with the graces of grooming, and it 
broke into a canter which soon brought him to 
the first outlying huts. 

'^ Is the Baas at home ? " he asked a black herd, 
who was driving some cattle toward their sheds. 

^'Yeho! yes; the Baas is away cutting some 
trees at the other side of the kopje." 
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" Don't disturb him," returned the visitor, in 
the same dialect as the natives ; ^' I will leave my 
horse at the stables and go into the house." 

He rode on, but only finding a Hottentot boy, 
he unsaddled his steed himself, and found some 
forage, for Graham North, the "elephant smasher," 
was a familiar and welcome visitor to Eavens- 
cleugh. 

Having seen to his horse's comfort, Korth 
walked leisurely to the front of the house and 
ascended the few steps which led to the entrance 
and the stoop. 

He was a tall, broad-shouldered man, with his 
hair nearly black, and sunburned to an almost 
equally dark hue ; his abundant mustache hid the 
lower part of his face, but his eyes, large brown 
eyes, somewhat lighter in color than might have 
been expected, were pleasant in expression, quick 
and observant. He wore high boots, a Norfolk 
jacket girt round him with a leather belt, in 
which was stuck a brace of revolvers, while he 
held in his hand a rifle, which he had carried 
slung across his back when he was on horseback. 
Reaching the top of the steps he stopped short, a 
look of surprise coming into his face as his eyes 
fell on a group such as he had not seen for many 
a day. 

At a table near the further corner of the 
veranda sat two children, boy and girl, with 
what appeared to be copy books before them; 
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each had an ink pot and pen. They were oppo- 
site each other, and between them sat a young 
English girl, as North at a glance decided, she 
must be. A delicate refined looking girl with 
real nut brown hair, and dark blue eyes, which at 
the sound of his steps were raised to North's with 
a look of startled surprise, not to say fear. Lay- 
ing down a book she had in her hand, she stood 
up as he approached. 

"I beg you will forgive my intrusion," said 
North, doffing his broad-brimmed hat, slouched, 
as usual, on the sunny side ; ^^ I am a friend of 
Mr. Erie's, as he would tell you if he were here I 
Let me introduce myself ; my name is North, 
Graham North." 

His voice was rich and deep, without a trace 
of the colonial accent. 

This announcement was too much for the boy's 
manners. 

He was on his feet in an instant. 

"Oh, yes!" he cried, you are the 'elephant 
smasher I ' I am glad to see you ! " 

" Thank you, my boy I " taking his hand, while 
his eyes dwelt on Madeleine, whose glance seemed 
to him to express surprise and joy, and a curious 
tendency to laugh as if there was something about 
him that moved her to mirth, while she flushed a 
delicious rosy tint. 

It was long since North had seen any English 
girl, especially such a one aa Madeleine. A mis- 
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sionary's wife and daughters here and there, a 
few settlers' families at Natal (he rarely visited 
Cape Town) seen at long intervals, were his only 
experiences of white women's society for nearly 
ten years. 

The sight of Madeleine's graceful youth, her 
soft fair girlhood, thrilled him with a sudden 
sense of delight, intensified by the kind of joyous 
welcome spoken by her smiling eyes. 

" If I had any of my old conceit left," thought 
North, looking kindly but sadly at her, "I'd 
fancy I had made a conquest, but it's not likely 
that a battered, rugged hunter of my sort would 
find favor in the sight of so dainty a demoiselle. 
It's awful to reflect on the present and the past 1 " 

All this flashed through his brain with light- 
ning rapidity, then he resumed patting little 
Jimmy's head as he spoke : " Is Mrs. — Mrs. 
Sutton (that's the name I think) — here ? I saw 
her last year as I came by." 

" Oh, yes, to be sure she is ! " exclaimed Dolly. 
" I'll run and call her," and she disappeared into 
the house. 

" Pray sit down," said Madeleine, the bright 
amused look fading from her face ; " have you 
come far this morning ? " 

She pointed to a large armchair as she spoke. 

" Not very far ; I left my people about fifteen 
miles off and came on to see if Mr. Erie happens 
to have a. letter for me. He is good enough to 
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keep any that comes, and I heard a rumor that 
some travelers were inquiring for me." 

"I know my brother sent into Kirktown yes- 
terday for various things, letters included. I don't 
know if the messenger has returned. 

" Your brother ! " repeated North. " Why, I 
was envying Erie the possession of a fair com- 
panionable daughter." 

Madeleine laughed. " Oh, no ! Dolly and Jim 
are my niece and nephew, and Dolly is very com- 
panionable. Here is Mrs. Sutton ! " as a tall, thin 
woman in a dark gown of the stuff much used 
then and called ^' linsey " and a capacious white 
apron approached them. 

She had rather scanty, iron gray hair, tightly 
screwed on the top of her head ; a wide, firm 
mouth and a pair of sharp, light-colored eyes. 

"Then, Mr. North, is it yourself?" she ex- 
claimed in an accent which left no doubt as to 
the land of her birth, and smiling on him a broad 
smile of hearty welcome, which changed her face 
from its look of resolution to an expression of 
good will toward men (and women) while it 
displayed a set of fine white, if somewhat large, 
teeth. 

North bowed, acknowledged his identity, and 
shook hands cordially. 

" You'll be starving by this time I expect," she 
continued. " Come along with me. I'll get you 
a trifle of venison steak and a fried potato in a 
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jiffy ; sure Miss Erie there would never think or 
remember there isn^t a fine hotel at every mile 
end, like in the old country ; she's not quite a 
year in these parts yet, but she's learning, learn- 
ing wonderful quick. Will you have coffee or 
tea, or a sketch of square face in soda water ? " 

"Tea! my dear Mrs. Sutton, tea! by all 
means. Whoever has the privilege of testing 
your tea, knows what * ambrosia for the Gods ' 
means." 

**Ah!" with an indescribable click in her 
mouth. " Ah ! but you've the sleuthering tongue. 
Not that I deny I can make a cup of tay, with 
any woman high or low ; come along, sir ! Will 
you come, too, Madeleine ? " 

" Oh ! no, I must not, we have scarcely begun 
lessons." 

" Oh ! bother the lesson ! sure it'll do you and 
the children more good to be looking aiter the 
masther's guest than be poring over them books ! 
Nobody wants books out here among wild beasts 
and savages ! " 

" Yet I must do my work," returned Madeleine 
with a good-humored little nod. 

"Ah, then you'll find that boy a handful, an' 
he wanting to take the full of his eye out of the 
* elephant smasher.' " 

" No, I won't be a handful, you disagreeable 
unkind Mrs. Sutton," said Jimmy. 

" There's manners for you ! If ever there was 
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a limb, it's you, Jimmy Erie ! Come, Mr. North, 
don't heed them." 

'^ Jimmy, you must finish that sum, and cor- 
rect the other one. Then I will let you go." 

Jim hesitated. " Save me a bit of steak, will 
you ? " he called after the retreating housekeeper ; 
and sat down with a rebellious face. 

North followed Mrs. Sutton into a wide pas- 
sage which divided the house, at the end of which 
a steep ladder-like stair led to rooms above. At 
the right of this passage a door led into a large, 
roughly, but comfortably furnished apartment. 
A big island of China matting covered a consid- 
erable portion of the floor, where a dining table 
was duly surrounded by old-fashioned oak chairs. 
A wide window displayed a lovely view over the 
luxuriant garden to the snow-clad mountains. 

Eight and left of the fireplace were fairly well 
filled bookcases, a writing table, covered with 
papers, a cupboard or two of dark wood and a 
glass door opening on the stoop, were the princi- 
pal objects. 

A black kaffir boy was laying a cloth over one 
end of the table and he looked up with an admir- 
ing grin as Mrs. Sutton ushered in the " favored 
guest." 

The hearth was adorned with a beautifully 
polished brass spirit kettle and stand, and a good 
many utensils in old silver stood on the ^helves 
of a cabinet with glass doors. 
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"Light the spirit lamp, Narry!" said Mrs. 
Sutton, unlocking the cabinet to take out a small 
silver teapot and water jug, " and give me the 
kettle as soon as it boils. I'm glad to see you, 
Mr. North ; the master's been wearying for you, 
though the place has been brightened up since 
the children came." 

" I should think it was ! " he returned emphat- 
ically, as he took his seat at the table, and looked 
round him with an air of enjoying the unwonted 
niceties with which he was surrounded. 

" The place was deadly quiet when I was last 
here, after poor old Sykes died. Mr. Erie must 
feel the difference." 

" He does so I Still he is a silent, stem man, and 
always will be, but a real good friend. It was a 
chance for me, I can tell you, when he sent for 
me to come and look after poor Mr. Sykes in his 
last days, and then kept me on to look after the 
house and the children, for Miss Madeleine, in a 
manner of speaking, is little more than a child 
yet. Here's your bit of lunch, Mr. North ! Now 
pay attention to it ! You must be famished." 

As a tempting dish of smoking steak and fried 
potatoes was placed before the guest, he willingly 
obeyed the injunction, and Mrs. Sutton waited 
upon him zealously, bestowing scraps of informa- 
tion on him from time to time. 

" Tour tea is as good as ever, Mrs. Sutton," 
said North, as he presented a large cup to be re- 
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plenished for the third time. "How do you 
manage it ? I often wish I could make as good 
a hrewy when I am dead beat after a hard day's 
hunting I My man is good at most things, but 
tea is beyond him ! I didn't know Erie expected 
a sister as well as his children." 

" Oh I he always speaks of the lot as * the chil- 
dren,' though, my patience, he expects more than 
a child's service from Miss Madeleine, the crea- 
ture I and she just straight from school." 

" Or Buckingham palace, so far as looks go," 
said Korth, smiling. ^' It's an awful shame that 
such a charming young lady should be buried 
alive in these wilds." 

" Thrue for you, Mr. North, but she hasn't a 
livin' soul to turn to saving her brother — I should 
say half-brother — ^and here he is," looking out of 
the side window at a figure advancing rapidly 
toward the house. 

The next minute the door opened to admit 
the master of the house, a spare, large-boned 
man of middle height, square-jawed and some- 
what "dour" in aspect, with deep-set dark eyes 
and iron-gray hair. 

" North 1 I'm glad to see you." Thei^e was no 
mistake about the gladness. The strong, stern 
face lit up and softened, though the greeting was 
calmly spoken with a rather rough Northumbrian 
accent, and they exchanged a hearty hand-grip. 

" Where have you been these — how long — over 
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foarteen months ! '' resumed Erie. ^' It was just 
before the children came you were last here." 

^' I have been away northeast and at first had 
a bad season — never took so little ivory, but lat- 
terly I have done well both as to sport and trade. 
I've been down to Durban, and coming back I 
had a message from Mactier (you know how cu- 
riously messages reach one in these wild parts) 
that he wanted specially to hear from me, and 
had written to me here. Of course I intended 
to look you up, but knowing Mactier wouldn't 
trouble about a trifle, I pushed on faster." 

" And I have the letter for you. It has just 
come in with mine from Kirktown." 

He rummaged in an outside pocket and pro- 
duced three or four letters, one of which he threw 
across the table to North, while turning to Mrs. 
Sutton, who brought him a jug and tumbler, he 
filled a bumper of light beer brewed at home. 
" Thank you, that's refreshing," and he continued 
to speak to her about some household matters 
in a low tone, while North opened and scanned 
his letter. 

^^ Bather a nuisance," he said, laying it down 
and looking thoughtfully toward the window. 
'^Mactier, it seems, has undertaken to convey an 
amateur party up to my ' happy hunting ground,' 
and I wish he had left them alone. He evi- 
dently expects to make a very good thing by 
the venture, and begs me to give what help I can, 
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as he has lost money lately. These people are 
regular swells, and very desirous to hunt with 
the ' elephant smasher.' If they expect me to 
play guide for a consideration they are deucedly 
mistaken ! They say they know something of 
you ; very likely, you held land from Lord Bam- 
borough, didn't you? The principal of this 
party is a brother of Bamborough's — Tom St. 
Maur, and his secretary, Forrester, I think the 
name is, but Mactier's writing is in the highest 
degree illegible. They intend asking leave to 
outspan near the river in that open below the 
drift. There, read it." 

*' St. Maur ; yes, I know him and his people," 
said Erie, when he had glanced through the let- 
ter. " He was a daft kind of a lad. What's the 
use of sending him out here ? Still, they may 
camp on my land, though I'd a good deal rather 
Mactier came to trade. We want some goods 
badly, they tell me." 

" Shouldn't wonder if Mactier contrived a bit 
of trading at the Honorable Tom's expense. He 
is a devilish shrewd fellow when he is quite 
sober — anyhow he did me a real good turn once 
— saved my life in short, if that was a good turn. 
So I'll do what I can for him. How soon do you 
think they'll get this length ? " 

" Let me see, to-morrow or the next day. I 
must offer the hospitality of Ravenscleugh to my 
lady's son. She was a fine, clever woman and 
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bad all the cash and all the brains ; I'd never ask 
a better landlord — can hardly call her a land- 
lady." 

" Well, no I a landlady conveys the idea of a 
female in a white apron, armed with a small illeg- 
ible account for rent and sundries ! The place 
looks first-rate, Erie. Let us have a look for- 
ward." 

They sallied forth and were seen no more till 
dinner time, about two o'clock in that primitive 
place. 

Lessons done, the children scampered off and 
Madeleine having regulated and put away the 
books, slates, etc., brought forth a huge work- 
basket overflowing with small garments, socks 
and stockings, all needing repair. Having placed 
herself in the farthest corner of the stoop, 
whence she had a wide view away to the moun- 
tains, Madeleine proceeded to thread a darning 
needle. She even drew one of Dolly's stockings 
on her left hand, then she paused, and resting 
the right on a little .table beside her, she let the 
other drop into her lap and sat in a profound 
reverie. 

This was a strange occurrence in one of Made- 
leine's busy days, for in a quiet, noiseless fashion 
she was an indefatigable worker and unremitting 
in her application to what she undertook, not so 
much from any natural tendency but from an in- 
tense desire to prove her *' worth." 
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To-day she yielded to a curious mixture of 
memory and imagination which mastered her 
will. 

'^I must have turned suddenly silly I" she 
thought. '^ The more I think, the more I see the 
difference between the two men, and yet the 
more I feel as if that nice, kind Mr. Lisle looked 
at me out of Graham North's eyes. This man is 
older and bigger and darker, and not rough, but 
more rugged. It will be interesting to watch 
my first impression fading, as no doubt it will. 
But he is very pleasant ; I do not feel the least 
bit strange or shy with him, and he is glad to 
meet an English girl! How nice it is to feel 
oneself of a little importance even for half an 
hour, and this * elephant smasher ' is exceedingly 
polite. How is it I have such a strange illusion 
about him ? It is so long since I have seen or 
heard of Mr. Lisle that I have almost ceased to 
remember what he was like. Indeed, he is now 
a mere tradition, and only exists because I was 
so much in the habit of thinking about him, hav- 
ing so little else that was comforting to think 
about. I must not let my fancy run away with 
me I at all events I never can think of this ^ ele- 
phant smasher ' as a stranger I " 

Then it must be admitted our little heroine's 
thoughts flew away to her not too abundantly 
supplied wardrobe, and she determined to put 
on a very ancient but well-preserved black silk 
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skirt and lilac muslin blouse (then called '^ Gari- 
baldi " but the thing was the same) when she ap- 
peared at the evening meal. 

" It is rather foolish of me to trouble about my 
dress," she mused ; '^ no one will notice me except 
poor Mrs. Sutton. Why I there is Juno with the 
milk cans ! I must have sat here a long time." 
She started into a more erect position and applied 
herself to her darning with great diligence. 

Presently Dolly's voice summoned her. " Oh, 
Madeleine, Jim is such a naughty boy. He will 
set Oellert loose, and I'm afraid he'll fly at 
Harry." 

Knowing her influence with both delinquents, 
Madeleine hastened to prevent hostilities and 
then re^'warded the big hound for his obedience 
by taking him to walk with Dolly and herself. 

Dolly was much excited by the arrival of so 
distinguished a man as '* the elephant smasher " 
and could talk of nothing else. She had met him 
with father walking through the big cornfield. 

^ So I asked him to ask father to give me a 
pretty little pony like Jim's. Why should* Jim 
have a pony when I haven't? Then Mr. Ele- 
phant Smasher said he would give me one if 
father would let me have it." 

" And what did father say ? " 

" Oh, he said, * Run away with you and don't 
trouble.' Father is very unkind sometimes, isn't 
he?" 
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" No, indeed, Doll, not to you, certainly ; you 
ought to think yourself a very fortunate little 
girl to have so good a father. Now I have 
none." 

"Oh, yes, you have! Father is brother and 
father both to you." 

" Oh, yes, of course," returned Madeleine with 
a sigh. 

Though the autumn was creeping on them, it 
was still too warm to make a walk at midday de- 
sirable, so Dolly allowed herself to be coaxed 
back to the house, where from motives of pru- 
dence Madeleine permitted Gellert to accompany 
them. 

Erie and his guest did not return to the house 
till some minutes past dinner time. The rest of 
the family were waiting in the dining-room. 
North made a brief apology — ^the host took his 
seat at once, and uttered in a low voice a rather 
lengthy grace. 

North noticed that Mrs. Sutton took the head 
of the table and Madeleine with the two children 
occupied the sides. 

It was a plentiful, simple, but well cooked 
meal, diversified by a variety of splendid fruits. 
North frequently addressed himself to Madeleine, 
but her replies were brief and what conversation 
went on soon resolved itself into a dialogue be- 
tween host and guest. 

The latter was pleased and flattered to find 
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the eyes of his fair neighbor resting on him with 
a glance half amused, wholly interested, accom- 
panied by a pretty puzzled lifting and knitting of 
her delicate brows, as if she said to herself, " who 
can he be ? " 

" I'll try and have a little talk with her," said 
North to himself, looking round for some peg on 
which to hang a beginning. 

" You have some remarkably beautiful flowers 
here," he said at last. " Those deep red blossoms 
are new to me, and I study the flora as well as 
the fauna of the wild places I wander through." 

" I believe it is rather rare," returned Made- 
leine. " These flowers flourish in a little dell at 
the back of the kopje. I noticed them soon after 
we came here." 

" If you have nothing better to do, perhaps you 
would show me the spot." 

"Oh, yes," she cried with a frank complai- 
sance. 

"I will come, tool" said Dolly, resolutely, 
" but Jim had better stay and ride his pony." 

" Very well, but you must get your largest sun 
hat, Dolly," returned her aunt 



CHAPTER IV 

The morning but one after the amval of 
Graham North at Ravenscleugh dawned fair and 
bright, and while the family sat at breakfast, came 
a native messenger to ask permission from the 
" Baas " for the Mactier hunting expedition to 
outspan at the before mentioned " drift." 

Erie went to speak to the man who waited 

outside, and directed that food should be given 

him, while the master wrote a few lines of invi- 

, tation to the gentleman with whom Mactier had 

temporarily taken service. 

" We can put them up, I suppose ? " he asked, 
addressing Mrs. Sutton. 

" Yes, it can be managed," she returned, " if 
you don't mind taking Jim into your room. I'll 
fix up the boy's bedchamber nice and comfort- 
able, for there's no lack of house linen. Here, 
Miss Madeleine, my dear, you come and pour out 
for them ; I'll want all my time to be ready for 
our visitors." 

She rose, seized a large key basket and disap- 
peared. 

Madeleine took her place, and holding out her 
hand, asked, " Some more tea, Mr. North ? " 

^^ Yes, if you please I I cannot say I am glad 

66 
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of this inroad. Yesterday was a delightful break 
in the monotony of my nearly savage life, and I 
hoped for a repetition of it to-day." 

"Yesterday was yery nice," returned Made- 
leine, in a contemplative tone, " still I like seeing 
people. I have always been shut up very much, 
first at school, till I was nearly seventeen, and 
now away from everyone I have ever known, in 
the wilds, though ever so much better than at 
school. It is very beautiful here. I sometimes 
think I should not like to leave this sweet, 
strange place." 

" I was rather enthusiastic about the beauties 
of uncultivated nature once," said North, " but 
now I have grown older and perhaps wiser, I 
long to be among civilized men." 

"You do not believe in the * noble savage* 
then ? " 

" No ! I have seen too much of him. In fact, 
he has been so long my familiar friend, I begin 
to fear I have developed a strong resemblance to 
him. Now I begin to cast wistful backward 
glances to old times and ways, and habits and 
associates, but I dare say that if I were once 
more plunged into a civilized atmosphere I should 
be very uncomfortable ! " 

" Perhaps so I " said Madeleine, looking at him 
80 earnestly, so thoughtfully, yet so kindly, that 
to his surprise and amusement North felt his 
eyes droop. " I must be far gone in savagery," 
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he thought to himself, "to quail in this way 
under the glance of a civilized woman." 

" I must be an unlucky devil if I cannot find 
satisfaction either in natural or artificial life." 

" I am sure your friends in England would be 
very glad to welcome you back." 

" Why, Miss Erie, why do you think I am 
English ? " 

" I could not imagine you anything else, and 
I imagine you are kind and helpful to those who 
trust you, so of course your friends love you 
very much." 

" You are infinitely good, to credit me with so 
much virtue. Are you a prophetess, or gifted 
with second sight— or " 

" I am none of these wise things, but it seems 
to me that I have met you in some former state 
of existence ! " 

"Indeed!" cried North, greatly struck, and 
trying to find some explanation in her eyes. 
But in her turn she was looking downwards, a 
slight smile parting her lips, a soft blush flitting 
over her cheek. 

" No ! " exclaimed North, more to himself than 
his listener. " It is not possible I Why you 
might be my daughter, I — I think 1 " 

" I do not know how old you are 1 " she re- 
plied with a coquettish laugh. 

" I shall not tell you ! No doubt you imagine 
me years younger than I am," he was beginning 
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when Mrs. Sutton walked in, a shooting jacket 
of light colored tweed over her arm. 

"I'm sure, Mr. North, I'm that worried and 
ashamed," she exclaimed, " to think the moths, 
bad luck to them, should have got into your 
beautiful new jacket, an' me spending days and 
days beating an' turning an' airing it that it 
should be better than new when you come back, 
and here it's half eaten away. I just told the 
master that none of these new hunting gentry 
should have Mr. North's room, for it's always 
been his and he leaves his deeds and belongings 
in my care, and it's in a manner of speaking his 
dwelling place, so I thought I'd explain. The 
master said * yes, yes I ' of course but he doesn't 
heed much what's said to him at times. Any- 
how I've just turned the key in the door and 
there it is, Mr. North; put it in your pocket, 
sir." 

" Oh, no, my dear Mrs. Sutton. I leave it in 
your good keeping." 

" Well, I'll give your jacket a beating and leave 
it in the sun ; that's the best I can do. Come 
away. Miss Madeleine, my dear, I can't get on 
without you. Narry has gathered a beautiful 
big posie for you to deck the voor-huis (sitting- 
room). We'll show these grand gentlemen we 
haven't lost our manners, though we do live out 
in the wilds." 

" Can you not turn me to some account ? " 
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asked North, as Madeleine prepared to follow 
Mrs. Sutton. 

" Thank jrou ! I am myself under orders. If 
you would let Jimmy run about after you, or 
with you, it would be a great help. It is useless 
to ask him to do lessons, and he is sure to get 
into mischief if left alone." 

" All right ; I'll keep him in hand." 

A sound of horses' feet, of men's voices talking 
and laughing, and the barking of dogs told Mrs. 
Sutton that the newcomers were at hand. 

" Faith, an' they may come ; we've got most 
things straigiit, and won't they bless their stars 
to lie down in a dacent bed after jolting and 
rowling up and down in a Cape wagon 1 " 

" No doubt," returned Madeleine absently, and 
went away to do what she could to assist the 
energetic Mrs. Sutton. 

It was midday and dinner was waiting when 
Mr. Erie and his visitors made their appearance. 
They had been all over the farm, into the cattle 
kraals and round the stables. Mactier and Erie 
had managed a deal by which a fine but refrac- 
tory ox and a moderate sum of money passed 
into the host's hands in exchange for a quiet ani- 
mal who was not disposed to exhaust himself by 
useless contention, and the observant secretary 
gathered a good deal of information. 

After the guests had made some slight prepar- 
ation in the way of removing the dust and marks 
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of travel, they appeared on the veranda, where 
Madeleine, Dolly and Erie were sitting with 
Mactier, who was unusually brushed up and on 
his best behavior. 

As they issued from the door-like window of 
the voor-huis Madeleine noticed that one of the 
two, a slight, smart, dark-eyed man, made way 
for the other, who was shorter and stouter, nar- 
rower across the shoulders and broader in the 
hips, with red hair, light wondering eyes and a 
large partially open mouth, scarcely hidden by 
scrubby, sandy mustaches. What especially at- 
tracted her notice was his nose, which was large 
and protruded straight from his face, as if to smell 
out what his wondering eyes could not descry ; a 
pair of pince-nez spanned its noble proportions. 

He looked good-humored and had an odd air 
of distinction, as if he was accustomed to con- 
sideration. " My sister, Mr. St. Maur," said John 
Erie with a wave of his hand toward Madeleine ; 
" Mr. Forrester, Miss Erie." 

" Miss Erie," repeated St. Maur. " Ah, yes, to 
be sure. I never thought I should have the 
pleasure of meeting a young lady here." Seizing 
a chair he dragged it forward and placed it be- 
side Madeleine, as if she were the only creature 
worth speaking to. 

" Awful place for you to be buried alive in ; 
you don't shoot elephants or lions, I suppose ? 
You must be horribly bored, eh ? " 
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There was a kind of solemnity in his tone that 
struck Madeleine as exceedingly funny. 

"No, indeed, Mr. St. Maur, I like Ravens- 
cleugh very much, though. It is lovely here and 
the air is so fresh." 

" Of course ; of course, but what can you do ? 
What do you do. Miss Erie ? " 

" I find plenty to do. Our life is simple, but 
I find occupation enough indoors and out " 

" Great heavens I your brother doesn't make 
you cook, does he ? Fancy a girl like you cook- 
ing ! Gad, it's sinful, hey ? " 

" I should be very proud if my brother would 
or could eat what I cooked," returned Madeleine 
laughing. " I hope I shall succeed in learning 
how to cook a good dinner." 

" By gad I I'd come all the way from England 
to eat it." 

Here Mrs. Sutton showed herself at the en- 
trance and said in a very audible voice, " The 
dinner's ready, Mr. Erie." 

" Ah I yes, glad to hear it," cried St. Maur. 
" Let me take you in to dinner — that is — stay — 
any one else I ought to take before you ? I 
mustn't blunder, not the old lady ? " 

" No, unless you particularly wish it. We do 
not think much of precedence here." 

" Wish ? The only thing I wish is to sit next 
you. May I ? " offering his arm. 

Madeleine was infinitely amused. She bad 
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never met any one at all like Tom St. Maur before. 
Could it be possible that this foolish, boyish 
simpleton could be a keen and ardent sportsman. 
She took his arm and was somewhat surprised 
to find Mr. Forrester again holding back to let 
St. Maur go first. 

" Know Mark Forrester ? " asked the Honor- 
able Tom, " but, of course not. One can know 
no one in a place like this. A deuced clever fel- 
low ; sharp as a needle ; great favorite with my 
mother; very well connected, you know. If 
some old chap dies and his son dies (not sure if 
it's a son or daughter) anyhow, if both of them 
die, Mark Forrester will come in for ten or fif- 
teen thou' a year. Meantime, he hasn't a rap, 
you know, poor beggar. Glad to be my secre- 
tary. Of course, he is a gentleman and we are 
chums." 

Here they reached the table and took their 
places. 

" Napkins, by jove I '* cried the Honorable 
Tom. "This is nice," and he applied himself 
diligently to the good things set before him. 

" Gad, this is the finest mutton I ever tasted," 
he cried, passing up his plate for a second supply. 
" There's a mellowness, a — thank you — the jelly, 
if you please. None of your betwixt lamb and 
sheep. I'd take long odds this animal lived and 
fed and enjoyed itself for full three years before 
he went to the butcher," 
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" Nearer four, my lord," exclaimed Mrs. Sut- 
ton, exultingly. " The Bavenscleugh mutton is 
well known as far as Kirktown." 

St. Maur looked up startled and shocked by 
this address. His pince-nez dropped and would 
have plunged into his gravy had it not been 
saved by a thin gold chain. 

" Who is she ? Not your mother, hey ? No, 
no ; of course not. But she is all wrong. You 
must tell her who I am." 

"Alas I I do not know myself," said Made- 
leine laughing and looking across the table to 
exchange a glance with North and thinking what 
a great gulf was fixed between the frank, intel- 
ligent, attractive "elephant smasher" and the 
queer, half-witted creature beside her. What 
kind, caressing brown eyes North had. Was it 
possible they were the eyes she used to dream of 
long ago when as a little child she was uprooted 
from her pleasant, homely home on the edge of 
the Yorkshire moors and placed on the school 
tread mill. Why did this celebrated hunter al- 
ways remind her of — who ? She could scarcely 
remember. 

As she thought in the strange, sweet, puzzling 
fashion that the sight of Graham North always 
suggested, she caught a piercing glance from 
Forrester. It seemed to penetrate in a merciless 
way through and through her. With an in- 
jiiinctively defensive movement she dropped her 
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fall white lids over the eyes which had been 
smiling back to North's. 

A strange sense of dread and distrust fluttered 
her pulses, though she acknowledged to herself 
that the secretary was much better looking and 
distinguished than his employer. He was well 
mannered and agreeable, too, full of tact and 
ready talk and marvelously attentive and polite 
to every, one. In an odd, unreasonable, unac- 
countable way she pitied the Honorable Tom for 
being under Forrester's tutelage, and she turned 
to that indistinct youth with a sense of kindly 
compassion, that would have disposed him to 
dance with fury had he suspected it. 

She was not a little surprised at the amount he 
devoured, mutton and chicken and vegetables, 
omelette and sweets and fruit, curds and cream, 
till at last she looked at Mrs. Sutton and rose 
from the table taking her niece DoUy by the 
hand, as that young lady much preferred remain- 
ing with the gentlemen. On the veranda Narry, 
the Hottentot servant, was setting out the post- 
prandial coflfee, a foreign fashion adopted by 
John Erie as a check on the habit of imbibing 
stronger beverages too prevalent in those lati- 
tudes. 

"Why do you take me away, Madeleine?" 
asked Dolly. "I'd rather stay. Mr. Forrester 
said he would give me one of bis cigars to 
smoke." 
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" That was unkind of hini, Dolly. He must 
know very well it would make you sick, besides 
it is not nice for a little girl — they would all 
laugh at you." 

" No they would not ! " insisted DoUy. " M • 
Forrester is a kind man, he likes me. He said i 
father I was a sweet picture. What does tL»v. 
mean, auntie? I'm a little girl; I am not a 
picture ! " 

Here Mrs. Sutton came up the length of the 
veranda, a large basin of sugar in her hand. 

" Deed and you're a picture, Dolly, my dear, 
in your straw hat you gave the puppies to play 
with and tried to put in shape after ! Your papa 
says you are not to have another till after 
Christmas, just to teach you the value of things." 

"He is disagreeable and cross," cried Dolly. 
" Now Mr. Forrester " 

"Mr. Forrester!" echoed Mrs. Sutton, in a 
contemptuous tone. "Is it Mr. Fowester said 
you were a picture ; he'd better hold his tongue 
than talk such balderdash. I can tell you he is 
no gentleman ; he is a bad imitation of one and 
HO more ! Did you see the way he treated me — 
me the mistress of the house ? " 

" I can't say I noticed anything," said Made- 
leine. 

** Deed you were better employed, talking to 
that nice, civil-spoken young nobleman than 
noticing the likes of him." 
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"But grannie, dear, Mr. St. Maur is not a 
nobleman!" (Grannie was Mrs. Sutton's pet 
name.) 

" What is he, then ? Isn't he the son of her 
ladyship, the countess of Bamborough ? " 

" Her second son ; an earl's younger sons have 
no title. He is the Honorable Tom St. Maur.'* 

" Oh, it's all the same ! Anyway, he is a nice, 
civil young gentleman. You didn't see the way 
that black-eyed, up-sitting devil, Mr. Forrester 
spoke to me ? I was just trying to make every 
one comfortable, as I am too ready to do, and I 
says * dear me, sir, you have no bread I * jumping 
up at the same time and fetching some of my own 
baking. He grabbed a lump, without ' thank ye ' 
or ' sorry to trouble you ' or passing any kind of 
a compliment! No more nor if I had been 
Narry, the nigger ! Not like the other — the hon- 
orable, I mean. Poor, dear man, he was quite 
flustered when I brought him the bread or passed 
him the mustard. In fact, agitated, in a manner 
of speaking, it was. * Oh, sorry to trouble you ; 
you're too good, I'm sure;' and all like that, 
droppin' his eyeglasses into his plate with nerv- 
ousness. I'm sure I'd have picked it out and 
cleaned it, only I was afraid to make too free. I 
can't bear bad manners, or impudence, like that 
Forrester, who is no more than an upper serv- 
ant!" 

'' I have scarcely spoken to him," said Made- 
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leine, '^ but I do not suppose he intended to be 
rude ; it was mere thoughtlessness." 

" Athen, what's to hinder him from thinking, 
and why shouldn't the Honorable St. Maur be 
thoughtless, too ? " 

" I • am sure Mr. Forrester has more brains to 
think with," said Madeleine, laughing. 

" Don't you be too partial to clever people, my 
darlin'! Heart before head for my choosing. 
Don't you see how Forrester is picking the mas- 
ter's brains just to suck up his knowledge. Then 
he'll pretend he found everything out himself. I 
know his sort, and it's a sort I don't want here I " 

" Why are you so vexed about such a trifle, 
grannie ? I would not trouble if " 

" Oh, I'm not as wise as you are, though 1 am 
your elder. It's the only fault I find with you, 
my jewel ; you sometimes can't or won't put 
yourself in another's place — whisht! Here he 
is — with Mr. North ! Just look at the difference 
between them." 

" Yes, I confess it is striking," said Madeleine, 
"yet Mr. Forrester is decidedly good-looking." 

" Good-looking ! Oh ! blessed hour I to think 
of any one with eyes in her head, finding good 
looks in the like of him I " and Mrs. Sutton beat 
a hasty retreat, perhaps to regain her com- 
posure, as she soon returned to enjoy a cup of 
well-sweetened coffee. 

" We have left your brother and his guest to 
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their more powerful potations, to beg a cup of 
this innocent beverage ! " said North, drawing a 
chair beside Madeleine's table. Forrester fol- 
lowed his example. " For my part," he said, " I 
much prefer coffee to wine, thank you," as Made- 
leine handed him a cup ; '' I did not anticipate 
enjoying it under such favorable circumstances as 
these," looking boldly and admiringly at her as 
he spoke, then addressing North, while he slowly 
stirred his coffee and looking steadily at him 
through half -shut eyes, he went on. "I have 
heard so much of your prowess as a hunter that 
1 was very glad to find our vetturino, if I may 
call him so, could secure us an introduction to 
you. It is a great chance I I suppose you find 
abstemiousness rather a necessity in the sort of 
life you lead." 

" A necessity I did not recognize at first, but 
am quite convinced of now. It takes some time 
to learn the laws which must rule a hunter's life." 

" No doubt ! Have you been long at this kind 
of work ? " 

" Yes ; several years." 

" You must have begun very young to look as 
you do now." 

" Not so very young ; I had knocked about a 
bit first." 

" You are an Englishman ? " 

" Why ? Do you take me for a Boer ? " with 
a grim laugh. 
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" Oh 1 I never doubted you were British, but 
of which nationality — Irish, Scotch or English ? " 

" Oh, I call myself English." 

" What's your part of our country ? " 

" Can't tell ; I was born at sea^" shortly and 
gruffly. 

" You are lucky to have escaped being named 
after the ship ! " exclaimed Forrester in a light 
tone. " I have a friend, a jolly good little fellow, 
whose life has been considerably spoiled because 
he was christened 'Crocodile,' and Crocodile 
Jones is not an attractive appellation." 

" I should say not," returned North, smiling. 
" Your father, Miss Erie," he resumed — " I beg 
your pardon ! I ought to say brother ; I seem to 
have a rooted idea that Erie is or ought to be 
your father." 

" He has acted the part of father to me," re- 
turned Madeleine smiling on him as if she liked 
to listen. 

" Well, your brother, then, proposes we should 
ride toward Bladen's Poort. They say there's a 
herd of wildebeests about there. We'll take our 
rifles to let these gentlemen try their hands at 
real wild game. I wish you had a mount. Miss 
Erie ; you might come with us." 

"I should like to ride with you, but I do 
not like to see these beautiful wild creatures 
killed." 

'' I assure you I have known some ladies first- 



A Missing Hero 8l 

rate shots, up in Northumberland," put in For- 
rester. " Are you too soft-hearted to use your 
eyes except in a drawing-room for fear of hurting 
any four-footed thing ? " 

" If I did I should hurt myself, so perhaps there 
is some selfishness at the bottom of my tender- 
ness," said Madeleine carelessly." 

" This is a cad," was North's conclusion as he 
marked the air of condescending superiority as- 
sumed by Forrester in addressing Madeleine. 

" I never cared for sporting women myself," 
he said. " If we are going to ride toward Bladen's 
Poort, we had better be going. Your friend, Mr. 
Forrester, must be a very attractive companion. 
I have rarely known Mr. Erie sit so long after 
dinner." 

"The attraction is the other way round, I 
fancy. St. Maar finds the wine excellent and as 
a host Mr. Erie cannot exactly leave him to drink 
it alone." 

" Exactly, then would you " 

" Yes, I'll go and rout Master Tom out. He'll 
show you some remarkable shooting, I expect," 
interrupted Forrester with a sarcastic grin. 

He rose and went into the house. 

"You'll be thankful to get rid of us," said 
North, replacing his cup on the table. " I ought 
to feel flattered by the interest this gentleman 
takes in my personal history." 

"You may say that, Mr. North," cried Mrs. 
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Sutton. ^^ What call has he to be catechising his 
betters. He's a cross-examining divil. Faith, 
the prince of Wales himself wouldn't speak as he 
does to a young lady like Miss Madeleine." 

'' He has the air of a gentleman, though," re- 
marked North thoughtfully. "His face is not 
unfamiliar to me — can I have met him before ? 
It is most unlikely." 

" He looks very bright and keen," said Made- 
leine, "but his friend is too funny. I never met 
any one quite like him. He seems a complete 
simpleton." 

" Ye can't tell at first sight which a man is, a 
natural (half-witted) or a rock of sense, and I'm 
thinking Mr. St. Maur is not such a fool as he 
looks, anyway he knows how to speak to you, my 
darling, a good deal better than the other. Here 
— Narry — Narry — take these cups away, the 
master will be wanting some fresh coffee." The 
Hottentot who was passing below ran at her call 
and removed the tray, Mrs. Sutton following 
him to prepare Mr. Erie's coffee herself. 

"Narry!" repeated North, "what a strange 
name I " 

" It is short for Narcissus, which is his original 
appellation," said Madeleine. 

" How can your amusing friend avoid making 
it * Larry ? ' There can be little doubt about her 
nationality ! " 

" She says she has been so long a stranger and 
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a pilgrim from her native land that she has quite 
lost her pretty Irish accent." North laughed 
heartily, and as he did so, St. Maur, followed by 
Forrester and their host, appeared. 

"What's the joke?" cried St. Maur, "you 
seem to be having a good time of it." 

"Drolleries seem very dull when repeated," 
said Madeleine. "You shall have some coffee 
directly." 

"Oh, thank you. I only care for coffee at 
breakfast, but I'll sit down and see you officiate 
for the others ! What a beautiful view ! Gad, 
this is a charming place ! " Here Mrs. Sutton, 
followed by Narry with the coffee, returned and 
Madeleine proceeded to fill her brother's cup. 

" Where is Mr. Mactier ? " she asked. 

"He has gone back to the wagon. He has 
brought a bale or two with him, so we can choose 
your dress when he has brought them up and we 
have the place to ourselves ! " 

" I am so glad," said Madeleine. 

" Dress," repeated St. Maur, " is old Mactter a 
man milliner ? I couldn't believe it ! " 

"I suppose not, but our only chance of 
shopping is when one of these traders pass our 
place I " 

" Then how on earth do you manage. That's 
an uncommon pretty gown you have on ! " 

It was of dark blue thin woollen stuff, neatly 
made, with a little lace at the throat and wrists, 
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and the color was especially becoming to Made- 
leine's fair, soft complexion. 

" Oh, this ? I bought it in London before I came 
out." 

" Hey ? What, a whole year ago I " exclaimed 
St. Maur, his eyes growing rounder and more 
astonished than ever. " Why, you must have 
kept it locked up ever since ! All the women I 
know are perpetually running to their dress- 
makers! My brother Bamborough, he and his 
wife have awful fights over her milliner's bills, 
and a cousin of mine, Barbara Westhampton, was 
in a terrible way about hers. I was obliged to 
help her ; that's the reason I am packed off here 
with that tyrannical fellow Forrester ! You know 
I'm writing a book, Miss Erie, a book about 
South Africa. We have got a lovely title for it 
— can't remember it for the moment — all about 
elephant shooting and lion hunting and politics, 
and society and the future and a lot more. I do 
the observations and Mark Forrester writes them 
all down ! Gad, I'll put you in it as an example 
to all civilized women. You wear a gown a whole 
year and it looks as fresh as paint at the end." 

" But it is quite my best, Mr. St. Maur ; I do 
not wear it every day, and thank you for sug- 
gesting that I — an uncivilized woman— can be an 
example to my civilized sisters." 

" I never said you were uncivilized, now did I, 
Mrs. Sutcliffe— Sut— what is it ? " 
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" No, indeed, that you did not, Mr. St. Maur. 
You speak quite differently, always polite and to 
the point." 

" There — there's a sound, unbiased opinion ! 
She's a capital woman — knows what's what ! " 

" Come, Mr. St. Maur ; the horses are ready," 
said Erie. 

*' Oh, thanks, I'd rather stay here. It's deuced 
hot and my mother said I was to take particular 
care to avoid sunstroke. I'd rather stay here and 
help Miss Erie to choose her dress." 

" But Mr. St. Maur, you will be alone here. I 
would not ask Mr. Mactier to open his bales here, 
and you could not help me," cried Madeleine 
quicldy, seeing her brother looked rather an- 
noyed. 

" Oh, I have capital taste I My sister-in-law 
says so. But at any rate, you needn't be long 
about it, and I'll have a smoke here while " 

" Why, St. Maur ! " interrupted Forrester in a 
tone of angry contempt ; " Mr. Erie has arranged 
this expedition on purpose for you. You must 
not allow your eccentricities to degenerate into 
rudeness." 

"Eccentricities!" spluttered the Honorable 
Tom indignantly ; " 1 am no more eccentric than 
you are, and I've a devilish deal better temper. 
Don't you believe him, Miss Erie," turning to 
appeal to her, but Madeleine had disappeared. 



CHAPTER V 

The few days which succeeded were so much 
occupied by the redistribution of the cargo car- 
ried in the wagon and the rejection of a good 
deal as unnecessary by North's advice, that Made- 
leine saw little of her brother's guests, somewhat 
to her regret, as the variety and interest of their 
presence roused her from the depression that 
would grow upon her when nothing occurred to 
divert her mind from dwelling on her brother's 
chilling indifference and the difficulties which 
rendered any project of self-support all but im- 
possible. The court paid her openly by St. Maur, 
the quiet, kindly attentions of Graham North, 
encouraged her to hope she might one day win 
her brother's regard also. St. Maur made her 
laugh, and it was a real pleasure to talk with 
North, and silently compare the rather rugged 
looking mature man, who evidently enjoyed 
lounging on the veranda beside her, sometimes 
talking with animation, but often lost in thought 
with the bright boyish friend of her elder sister, 
whose image memory so persistently presented. 

Though she often scolded Mrs. Sutton for her 
unreasonable dislike to Mark Forrester, she was 
aware that she herself shrunk from him in an un^ 
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accountable way. She hated to meet his bold, 
black eyes, which never hesitated to express the 
pleasure he felt in looking at her, and she was 
more than half ashamed of the fear she felt of 
being alone with him. His admiration seemed to 
her humiliating rather than flattering, but she 
was indeed v.ery little moved by the fact of being 
the object of attention to two admirers at the 
same time. It was the effect she told her- 
self of being the only English girl, indeed the 
only white woman, any of them had seen for 
months. 

At length all was arranged for the hunters to 
start. They agreed to join North's party, which 
he had left at the other side of the hills visible from 
Bavenscleugh. He had camped near the village 
of some friendly natives, several of whom were 
in the "elephant smasher's" service. There- 
abouts they would probably find elephants, lions, 
and in rivers and small lakes hippopotami, for 
the larger and wilder game was retiring every 
year further and further from the advance of 
civilized or partially civilized man. 

" I have shown Mactier the route, and when 
you reach the Kalohari wait for me," said North 
to Forrester. "I don't fancy he knows the 
country beyond. By the way, I have told him 
he has been bleeding you a good deal too 
freely and must. deduct ten per cent, from his 
charges in future. Though you have money, 
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that's no reason why you should not get its full 
worth." 

" Certainly not ! Of course it is Lady Bambor- 
ough's purse that suffers, and she knows the value 
of money, though she can be deucedly generous. 
St. Maur has been a great mortification to her. 
She is a very proud, ambitious woman, and 
can't bear that anything belonging to her should 
be second-rate. Tom has tried horse-racing, 
yachting, humanitarianism penny readings, and 
I do not know what — he's made a mull of every- 
thing — now she has sent him oflf to Africa under 
my protection. It's an infernal task, but she 
makes it worth my while ; and his book — (his ! ) 
is to be published as soon as we get back. If it's 
a failure, I'll get the sack ; and if he marries be- 
fore I land him under the maternal wing, well I 
don't know what will be the consequences ! He 
is the queerest chap that ever existed, and the 
biggest bore! His chief folly is a craze for 
marrying every good-looking woman he meets, 
and a firm conviction that they are all in love 
with him. I'll be glad to get him away from 
this place. You see, he is making a fool of 
himself about that sweet little sister of Erie's, 
who is as dainty a piece of goods as I've seen 
for many a day, but an honorable, and mark 
you, a well-ofif honorable, is not likely to be re- 
jected ! " 

" Heaven only knows," said North testily. " I 
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most bid you good-evening. I have to see a man 
some miles east of this on business, but I'll catch 
you up some four days hence ; you'll take that 
time to reach my wagons." 

" All right ! Thank you, I feel we are in great 
luck to have fallen in with you. Now I must 
look out for St. Maur. It's awful work to carry 
him off from any place he wants to stay in. I 
feel he'll give me the slip yet ! " 

" I hope not ! Good-bye for the present." 

North mounted his horse and rode smartly off 
in the direction by which he had come a few 
days before. 

Soon after St. Maur appeared with John Erie, 
who had somewhat an air of having him in cus- 
tody. All things, however, were now ready, so 
with a shower of blows and much strong lan- 
guage they got under way. Mac tier, himself, 
wielding the sjambok, Erie and the two English- 
men riding on ahead for a few miles to where the 
road, or rather cart track, descended a sharp, 
crooked hill, which it was desirable they should 
pass before nightfall. St. Maur was silent and 
sulky, but Erie and Forrester talked with inter- 
est on the prospects of the colony, the uneasiness 
and discontent existing among the Boers of the 
Transvaal. 

At length Erie bid them good-night and turned 
to retrace his steps. St. Maur tethered his horse 
under a tree and lay down himself, feigning sleep 
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to avoid the neoessity of talking, being in one of 
his worst humors. 

Presently the silence was broken by the sound 
of a crack like a pistol shot of the sjambok, and 
distant shouts of the men to their team. 

Forrester rode back to meet the wagon and ac- 
companied it to the spot where St. Maur lay, bis 
face upturned to the sky, his feigned sleep having 
turned to reality. 

With some difficulty he was roused and made to 
understand he must mount the wagon and com- 
pose himself to rest there. Some stiff brandy and 
water restored his good humor and on turning in 
he bade Forrester good-night with tolerable 
civility. 

Forrester, however, sat long while all his com- 
pany slumbered, his brain hard at work review- 
ing his past and present and striving to anticipate 
his future. 

Physically and mentally he was a dweller in 
debatable land. The son of a clever, ambitious 
country doctor, whose people were distinctly mid- 
dle class, he claimed to be of higher blood on bis 
mother's side. Her parents being a rackety 
Indian cavalry officer of no very distinguished 
origin and a well-born woman, sister of a wealthy 
'squire, one of those untitled nobles called coun- 
try gentlemen, whose name and that of bis broad 
lands might be found in the ancient record of 
" doomsday book." 
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This lady was still unmarried and on the verge 
of old maidenhood when she met Captain Ridley 
at a county ball, and after a short but impetuous 
siege surrendered at indiscretion to a man much 
her junior. 

In spite of her brother's angry opposition, she 
married him and went with him to India, where 
he wasted her substantial substance in riotous 
living, and dying left her poor enough. Her only 
child, a daughter, was glad to marry the young 
doctor above mentioned, with whom she lived in 
obscure comfort and not unhappily. 

She was a little afraid of him in his presence, 
and indemnified herself by detailing to her only 
boy the wonders of grandeur and distinction sur- 
rounding her family, which she had heard of from 
her mother. 

Her vain and rather slight nature mingled with 
the shrewd ambition and quick perception of the 
father in their son, to which something of daring 
was added, perhaps from the maternal race. 

The active, pushing doctor was, however, re- 
moved from this mortal scene while Forrester 
was still a schoolboy ; his death was painful, even 
tragic. 

He had had a bad fall from his gig returning 
from a distant call on a dark night. He was 
progressing favorably, when one day by a not 
unheard of mistake he swallowed a lotion intended 
only for outward application and died of the 
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effect. It was said that curious complications 
were discovered in his money matters and that 
more than one family were the poorer for their 
confidence in the popular doctor. 

The widow had hard work to complete her 
son's education, and her appeals for help to her 
rich uncle were treated with contemptuous si- 
lence. This hardness sowed the seeds of bitter 
hatred, and a burniug ambition to succeed to his 
grand uncle's estate, in the heart or soul or spirit 
(whatever is the strongest motive power that 
acts upon the will) of Mark Forrester and potent 
was his envy and dislike of the kinsman who 
stood between him and the fine property he had 
come to consider his by right. The one good 
feeling he possessed tended to intensify this. 
He loved his mother, and the privations, the 
sore struggle inflicted on her were written indel- 
ibly on the extremely tenacious memory with 
which he was gifted. 

After mature consideration, for Mark Forres- 
ter was prematurely old, where his interests were 
concerned, he decided to adopt the law as a pro- 
fession. 

" Medicine is easier to get on with," said his 
mother. " How many men never get a brief." 

"There are lots of byways to work round and 
up the hill," he returned. " Being called to the 
bar is a sort of * open sesame ' to many a gate." 

" It's terrible hard work/' persisted his mother. 
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" I do not intend to work hard, mother." 
"Then you will not succeed, Mark." 
" I think I shall I Do you imagine that only 
the industrious succeed ? " 

As usual, Mark did as he chose, and was called 
to the bar. He did not idle, however, and in 
one direction he was most diligent; he informed 
himself of the personal appearance, manners, 
habits and pursuits of the distant relative, who 
stood between him and wealth, position, impor- 
tance, taking care all the time not to obtrude his 
personality on this objectionable kinsman. 

On the whole, Forrester's mental review was 
satisfactory. He had made very few mistakes, 
and he had managed to secure a good berth, 
which if not permanent, would probably lead to 
something equally good. True that in one direc- 
tion he might consider himself checkmated. The 
hard-hearted, close-fisted possessor of the family 
estates had with the spiteful enmity he always 
showed to his sister's children married late in 
life, and to him was born a son, now a puny, 
sickly boy of nine, who barred the way very 
completely. Still hope lingered in the breast of 
Forrester. A delicate boy of nine! Why he 
might go off any day ; so another and an imjjor- 
tant item was added to the list to be watched 
and reckoned with. 

One of his hated obstacles he began to hope 
had almost faded from his view, and — 
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" But I am wasting my brain power in thesd 
fruitless speculations," thought Forrester, inter- 
rupting the current of his reflections. ^^ I must 
not let myself be diverted from the direct road 
by shifting dreams. My object is to secure some 
permanent employment that will enable me to 
live, as the ordinary canvass on which I can 
embroider some ornamental scheme of existence. 
Literature, if this effort turns out well — or — it is 
impossible to say what may turn up for me ! My 
coming out here, the ideas my encounter with 
this ruflBan Mactier have suggested ; Providence, 
as the religious folk have it, is perhaps befriend- 
ing me. I may get my chance yet — my conduct 
must depend on circumstances — I And it my best 
game to play guardian angel to the man whom I 
have hated so long and so bitterly. If this man 
be he — well I have not come here for nothing, 
and a little elephant shooting thrown in will be 
an acquisition I can turn to account." He lit 
his shaded candle and made some entries in the 
double journal he had kept since he started on 
his expedition in charge of St. Maur. 

Before they reached the station where they 
were to await the coming of North, Forrester's 
patience was almost exhausted by the unreason- 
ableness of his companion ; nothing pleased him, 
everything was a cause for grumbling and com- 
plaint. 

'^ I'm quite certain you put my mother up to 
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sending me off to this infernal country, because 
you wanted to shoot big game yourself. Why 
couldn't you let me stay at Bavenscleugh, where 
things were fairly decent ? I could have been * 
quite happy with Miss Erie, and she was rather 
taken with me. I believe you were afraid I'd 
cut you out, for I saw you making eyes at her. 
In fact, you don't mind what you do as long as 
you gain your own ends, by Jove ! " 

" Look here, St. Maur, I'll not allow you or 
any man to talk to me in that strain. Do you 
suppose that any amount of money would have 
induced me to take charge of such a troublesome 
fellow as you are ? Your mother has been too 
good a friend to be refused when she makes a 
request, so don't run away with the notion that 
I am under the slightest obligation as yet. It's 
the other way on, I can tell you, by heaven ! I 
have a great mind to leave you here, with Mac 
and the blacks, and make my way to Cape Town 
on my horse Mountjoy. And, mind you, he's 
my own horse, bought with my own money. If 
you don't curb your infernally insolent tongue 
111 leave you to take care of yourself. I've done 
nothing but extricate you from the consequences 
of your own folly, since we came to the Colony, 
and I have had about enough of it." 

Having made up his mind to stand anything 
and everything rather than relinquish his pursuit 
of a search suggested to him by a curious and 
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most unexpected incident, Forrester's resolute 
patience was absolutely immovable, but he was 
too keen an observer not to perceive that occa- 
sional bullying was absolutely necessary to make 
St. Maur bearable. On the present occasion his 
judgment was fully justified. The Honourable 
Tom showed himself ready to eat a large amount 
of humble pie which Forrester administered to 
him accordingly, and the remainder of the jour- 
ney was accomplished in comparative tranquility. 

They found North's wagons and cattle under 
the care of his head man, a Zulu called Numjala. 

This man knew Mactier well and proved him- 
self obliging and useful. 

Here they made themselves as comfortable 
as they could, their attendants making huts or 
kraals of branches and straw, leaving their* mas- 
ters the wagon as a sleeping apartment. 

A couple of days were got through fairly well 
with the help of shooting some wild beasts, and 
namaqua, birds much resembling partridges, 
which stocked their larder and afforded St. Maur 
food for self-gratulation. 

"Now Forrester," he exclaimed as they sat 
smoking after their supper, " you can't say that 
I did not shoot that springbok you missed. I 
am a much better shot than you admit. Mind 
you, put it in the book. I think it would be a 
good plan to keep a record of each day's sport 
stating who shot what. That would be quite 
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fair. I should not mind keeping the account 
myself ; it would help you and I'd see it was all 
right.'* 

" What ! Do you think I should misrepresent 
your performances?" asked Forrester with a 
contemptuous smile. 

" Oh, no, no ! of course not I only I ought to 
have a finger in the pie. Have you described 
our visit to Eavenscleugh and the queer black 
Kaffir servants? Don't forget the fine oxen 
Erie has to draw the wagon ; you ought to men- 
tion, too, that he and his father before him had 
been tenants on the Bamborough estates, and 
his pleasure at being able to show hospitality to 
a son of the house. Then you might say what a 
charming girl " 

"No ; I will not ! " interrupted Forrester decid- 
edly. "It is a bad compliment to a dainty, 
delicate girl to drag her out of her obscurity and 
label her ' this is a first-rate article.' But I'll 
write what you suggest about Erie and Eavens- 
cleugh and — and — why here is North, I believe," 
as a horseman approached noiselessly over the 
soft sandy soil. 

As the new arrival passed the huts of the na- 
tives they ran out to follow him with much chat- 
tering and excitement. 

Forrester and St. Maur, who were sitting at a 
small folding table placed so as to command a 
pleasant view of a park-like space dotted with 
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trees and closed in by a range of low hills, rose 
to welcome him. 

" You are a whole day behind time, North," 
cried St. Maur. ^' It has been a beastly tiresome 
journey, but since we came here we had some 
capital sport. I have shown the natives how an 
English gentleman can shoot, I can tell you I '' 

" Awfully glad to see you," added Forrester. 
" Did you come back by Bavenscleugh ? " 

« Yes." 

" Thought you would. It's a sort of place that 
draws like a magnet." 

" You ought to be very much obliged to me, 
for I found letters and papers for both of you," 
returned North, dismounting and proceeding to 
empty his pockets of several letters and two or 
three newspapers. They were eagerly pounced 
upon while North greeted his chief man in his 
own tongue and asked for food, which he hurried 
away to procure with joyful alacrity. The pre- 
occupation of Forrester and his charge in their 
letters permitted North to eat in uninterrupted 
quiet and then they began to discuss the news 
from England. 

" I have almost given up reading the English 
newspapers," said North, filling his pipe. " I get 
into such a state of irritation at the cussed 
ignorance of our politicians and governing men 
as to what the Colony and its people, native and 
imported, want, what ought to be given and 
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what withheld, that as my opinions are perfectly 
valueless, I don't see why I should fash myself." 

" There, Forrester, that is something to put in 
my book," cried St. Maur. " You might put him 
up to a good many things, Mr. North," con- 
tinued the observant traveler. "We ought to 
give a sharp thrust to those Boers, brutal uncivil 
lot; we fell in with one of them as we came 
along — traveling with his flocks and herds, a 
devilish lot of them, like Father Abraham, by 
Jove ! — and we asked him for something, I for- 
get what. He said he would have nothing to do 
with a verdamed Englishman ! What do you 
think of that ? " 

" I have found some very good fellows among 
the Boers," returned North. "The bad blood 
between us is growing worse. They will give 
us trouble some day." 

"My mother gives me quite a long yarn," 
said St. Maur to Forrester. " She seems pleased 
by your last report of me. She must have been, 
by Jupiter ! for she has paid oflF old Dobson's ac- 
count. Gad, I don't care how soon I go back to 
England now. Let us get at the elephants as 
quickly as we can, Mr. North. I should not like 
to leave the country without having had some 
first-rate sport." 

"We'll start to-morrow. I fancy we must 
travel some twenty miles further northeast be- 
fore we can meet with any elephants." 

ni.-r r*-" r-*-^ a 
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"It is paying dear for them," growled St. 
Maur. Meantime Forrester had put his letters 
back in their envelopes and finally in his pocket, 
and slowly unfolding his newspaper glanced over 
it. 

Something therein caught his attention ; his 
eyes became fixed, he was lost to all around him, 
his senses seemed far away. North spoke to 
him ; he did not reply at first. Then with a sort 
of jerk he seemed to take hold of himself again 
and entered into a discussion as to their plan of 
campaign with apparent interest. 

Presently North went away to receive his 
head man's report of what had occurred during 
his absence, and St. Maur taking The Timea^ 
which he had thrown down while he gave his 
sage advice on various points, looked down the 
list of births, deaths and marriages. "Hullo, 
Forrester, that sickly cousin of yours is dead! 
I suppose you are the heir presumptive now ? " 

" Oh, there's no use in thinking of such luck. 
There's more than one between me and the 
property.'* 



CHAPTER VI 

A MONTH bad nearly passed since the memor- 
able morning on wbich " tbe elepbant smasher " 
bad ridden up to Eavenscleugh and found Made- 
leine endeavoring to teach the young ideas of her 
nephew and niece "how to shoot." 

The place had seemed very dull, duller than 
she could account for. The variety of having 
visitors was very pleasant, for Madeleine was 
quick to receive impressions, and interested in 
everything animate or inanimate that came in 
her way. St. Maur amused her. Forrester ex- 
cited a vague curiosity which repelled rather 
than attracted, but Graham North was always 
in her thoughts and before her eyes. She per- 
petually asked herself if this grave, indeed rather 
formidable hunter could possibly be the gay and 
fascinating spoiled child of fortune, as he appeared 
to be years and years ago during that brief de- 
lightful episode of the visit to her eldest sister 
which remained in her memory as a glimpse of 
fairyland under the auspices of the kindest of fairy 
godmothers. There were looks and tones, slight 
gestures of head or hand which sometimes con- 
vinced Madeleine that she had found the hero of 
her childhood. Then again, when he was talk- 
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ing earnestly with Erie or the others, the like- 
ness faded away, and she was ready to laugh at 
her own fancifulness. Somehow or other she 
wished this grave reserved man to be her former 
kind caressing friend, who in those bygone days 
seemed scarcely too old to be a playfellow. 

It was very sweet to think of him for in 
truth, Madeleine, though she had rarely met with 
distinct unkindness, had been thrown chiefly with 
cold, just, undemonstrative people, a little hard- 
ened by life's conflict, from whom she never 
dreamed of expecting sympathy or affection ; her 
exceedingly tender heart was therefore consider- 
ably starved, though perhaps the bitter tonic 
was invigorating. 

Little Dolly, her niece, and her music teacher, 
away in distant Camden Town, were the only 
creatures who would shed a tear for her were 
she suddenly snatched away from life. 

Mrs. Sutton seemed to be growing fond of her 
and for that, thank God ! No heart ever longed 
more for love than Madeleine's — loneliness was 
utterly abhorrent to her — ^yet she always hoped 
to win affection by faithfulness. Meantime a 
conviction of her own insignificance and unat- 
tractiveness grew upon her, and she pined to be 
able to earn some small independence to take the 
burden of her maintenance off her brother's 
shoulders. 

She had been meditating on this rather de- 
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pressing subject one day as she sat in the din- 
ing-room window, for the mornings began to be 
sufficiently chill to make the parlor perferable to 
the veranda. 

Lessons were over, Madeleine had taken up an 
English newspaper her brother had been reading 
the night before, and was scanning the columns, 
which even in that remote period (over thirty 
years ago) were crowded with advertisements of 
every sort and kind. 

" I am only wasting time," thought Madeleine. 
" There are some things here I should like to try 
for, but fancy answering London advertisements 
from South Africa ! " The smile this idea called 
to her lips had hardly died away, and she was 

tices, when a step approached, the door opened 
and John Erie entered. 

" Oh ! you are here ! " he said in a tone of dis- 
content very perceptible to Madeleine's ear, " do 
you know that Jim has been down at the ox 
kraal this last half hour and has been fighting 
young Lalaza, the Kaffir boy. This is a sort of 
thing that annoys me very much ! I thought he 
did his lessons at this hour, as I believed that 
you undertook to teach the children, until I saw 
my way to send them to school ; I did not expect 
to find him among those ruffians ! " 

" I am only too glad to teach them, John, to 
do anything that can be of use to you. It is my 
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desire and my duty, but Jimmy is too much for 
me, he does not mind what I say in the least ! 
He is a fine boy, there is no harm in him, but he 
despises me as a mere girl ! not any wiser than 
himself. It is for you to discipline and control 
him." 

" I thought I might look for that much help 
from you I" said Erie, who hated to have to 
speak to his children in rebuke or fault-finding. 

" Knowing how weak you are and somewhat 
indolent, too, by inheritance, I do not expect 
much from you, but at least you might have kept 
the boy out of mischief instead of sitting down 
to read the newspaper." 

A quick, pained blush dyed Madeleine's cheek. 

" I suppose it seems so to you, but indeed, John, 
I am not idle, and if I had run after Jimmy it 
would only have made him more unmanageable. 
Tell him yourself before me clearly what you 
wish him to do and what not to do, then I shall 
have your authority behind me, but if I have not 
your support I am useless." 

" I am afraid you always will be so, if you are 
unable to enforce your own authority yourself." 

" Give me your help and I shall do better," 
said Madeleine, knowing how vain it was to at- 
tempt self-defense or self-assertion. '^ I dare say 
Jim will do well at school in spite of his wild 
ways." 

" No doubt you think so ; also that it would be 
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a great relief to yourself. But, considering all I 
have on my shoulders and the cost of a good 
school at Natal or Cape Town, it will be a good 
six years or more before I can venture to send 
him." 

Madeleine sighed: "Shall I go and try to 
make him come in ? " 

"No I I have given him a bit of a thrashing 
and sent him to Mrs. Sutton. I am a fool over 
those children. It makes me sick to strike the 
boy. I want him kept straight without harsh- 
ness and you are no help at all ! " 

" Perhaps not, John. If he had a clear idea 
of what was permitted and what forbidden we 
could manage better." 

" Manage yourself, then ! Why he is far 
fonder of Mrs. Sutton than of you and she does 
more with him." 

" She has no responsibility and never attempts 
to correct him." 

" All I know is that the boy is going to the bad 
between you and because I try to check him he'll 
learn to hate me. I am deucedly unlucky " 

"Don't say that, John, when you have two 
such dear children who love you as you deserve 
to be loved." 

" You've a flattering tongue, the Irish gener- 
ally have," returned Erie coldly. 

" You forget that a fair share of my blood is 
the same as your own and the mixture may make 
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me sympathetic rather than flattering. You are 
not just to me, John. My natural defects I can- 
not help, but I do try to make some return for 
the many benefits you have bestowed upon me," 
said Madeleine, her heart beating with the effort 
to be brave and to stand up for herself while her 
eyes filled with tears. Her intellect told her 
that the only way to deal with a man like her 
brother was to " grasp the nettle," but her soft, 
timid nature was not equal to the task. 

" I don't think I was ever accused of injustice 
before, and if you are going to cry I'll leave you 
to the contemplation of your own wrongs. I 
don't understand sentimental grievances. I am 
going to ride over to Kirktown and may not re- 
turn till late : tell Mrs. Sutton." 

He left the room and she soon saw him walk- 
ing toward the stable. 

Madeleine rose and first put aside the offend- 
ing paper, then she passed into the general sit- 
ting-room, where she soothed herself by dusting 
diligently and putting things in order. Disorder 
was especially abhorrent to Madeleine. Whether 
the gift was due to her Celtic or to her Saxon 
blood, she possessed that sort of natural magic 
which perceives the hidden possibilities of things 
and can evoke a look of comfort and grace, quite 
apart from the stiffness so often considered neat, 
to any place in which she had dwelt, a touch of 
harmony which charmed and soothed. 
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Trath and sincerity were potently attractive to 
Madeleine, and the struggle between her noble 
reasoning instincts and her constitutional timidity 
was to her the source of much mental and moral 
disturbance and a large ingredient in her distress 
at her brother's callous misinterpretation of her 
sincere efforts to be useful and systematic ; he 
could not do her justice. 

Is justice the supreme development of har- 
mony ? Certainly injustice and wrong are ever- 
lasting discords until they are banished. ^' Mercy 
and truth cannot meet together, nor righteous- 
ness and peace kiss each other." 

^' Nothing is left to me but silence and endur- 
ance," thought Madeleine. " I must always re- 
member that I am really a great burden on poor 
John. Things would be easier for him if I could 
earn my own bread, and I think I might were I 
not in a ^ far countrie,' where there is no market 
for my few poor wares." 

At this point in her meditations they were 
broken in upon by the entrance of Mrs. Sutton, 
followed by Jim, munching a thick slice of cake, 
home-made, of course. 

" A' then, Miss Madeleine, my darlin', what's 
the matter ? Sure the tears are in your bright 
eyes. Who has been vexing you, dear ? " 

" Oh, no one, grannie. I have just been think- 
ing of my own shortcomings. I ought not to 
have let Jimmy go away to the stables. It is 
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bad for him, and it made my brother very vexed 

with me." 

" Father is very cruel and disagreeable/' said 
Jimmy, as distinctly as a mouthful of cake would 
permit. " He ought not to have thrashed me, 
for I never let on that you said I mustn't go." 

"Then, you're nothing but a sneaking spal- 
peen ! " cried Mrs. Sutton indignantly, " to go 
for to get your auntie that is so good and kind 
into a scrape, just to save your own nasty 
scrap of a skin ! If I'd known, divil a crumb of 
cake you'd got out of my hands — ^go 'long with 
you ; we want no traitors here ! " 

" Don't scold him, grannie," said Madeleine. 
" Children are easily frightened ; at his age little 
things seem terrible to them. But, Jimmy, 
when you know how vexed father is if you run 
away from me to play in the kraals or the 
stables, you should not do it. Try to be good — 
you will be happier— indeed, you will." 

" Anyway, you be off out of this I Eun and 
help Narry ; he's rubbing up the master's best 
spurs and stirrups in the big kitchen, you know. 
Father always lets you be with Narry," and 
Jimmy departed. 

"Now, you tell me, did the master speak 
cross to you, Madeleine, me jewel ? " 

" He was very vexed. Of course, if I had more 
influence over Jim I would be of more use, but 
it's stupid to dwell on these little worries.^ I 
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dare say I seem very weak to my brother and 

with you here he does not want me — so " 

" Not want you ! A' then, who's to teach the 
children manners, as well as book learning? 
Who's to make a lady of one and a gentleman 
of the other ? Not the like of me. I may be a 
lady bom an' you'll not find older blood than 
the MoGillicudies, I can tell you, but of all the 
unfortunate families in me unfortunate country, 
mine was the worst I Peeling potatoes, I used to 
be, when I ought to be learning French and the 
piano, plucking and cleaning the birds the boys 
used to bring in, when I ought to be taking les- 
sons in dancing and deportment I Faith, it was 
luck for me to meet poor Terence, (that was my 
first husband), a heart of gold he had, but too 
great a taste for the drop of drink which brought 
him to misery, and his grave. He fell off a low 
backed car coming home one night, and he dead 
asleep, an' the wheel went over his head. Ay ! 
it makes my heart sore to think of him ! Then 
I fell in with Sutton, a good soul, without the 
least taste for divarsion, but he kept me comfort- 
able, and I used to be happy enough sailing 
about in his brig. He saved a good bit, but a 
divil's own company offered him ten per cent. 
for his savings, and he wasn't fit to deal with 
such thieves of the world, so they took his hard 
earnings, and broke his heart I He died, and I 
was left without a penny. Many a day I wanted 
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a bit of food till the dear auld master who came 
from the north the same as Sutton and knew him 
well, sent for me to nurse him and here I am 
still." 

^' That is our good luck," said Madeleine, tak- 
ing and stroking her bony, capable hand. 
'* What should we do without you ? " 

" Well, in a manner of speaking I don't know, 
but I'm enough of a lady to know also I'm not 
fit to bring one up. There are trifles of illegance 
and fine manners I've never had a chance of 
learning, but you know them all, both by nature 
and grace, which means schooling. Now, the 
master's a good man, but he doesn't understand 
you. How could he ? Sure, you're more Irish 
than English, and he is a regular John Bull. 
But he's fonder of you than you think, only he 
can't show it. God help him ! Do you think I 
can't read your thoughts, my jewel? Don't I 
feel when you're thinking how you'd like to be 
oflf and make your own money and keep yourself. 
Faith, it's best of all ! " 

" Ah I yes, dear grannie ! I do long to be 
able to earn my bread. You do read my 
thoughts. Only, how could I part with Dolly 
and Jim, for though Jim despises me in a way, 
he loves me, too. Then, I am half afraid of the 
world ! " 

"In course you are; and both the children 
love you, and well they may. Now, don't you 
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V yourself be dreaming of going oflP and earning 
your bread. It's the hardest task on airth, un- 
less, indeed, you could cook ; every man will pay 
for a good cook. And small shame to them. 
What you want you'll get aisy enough, and that's 
a good husband. It's the sort of help every 
woman's entitled to, ay! and generally gets. 
Then you have some one to work for you, an' 
tho' they give themselves airs about being mas- 
ters, the creatures ! they are just our servants if 
we know how to manage them, and it's a poor, 
stupid woman that can't ! Sure, a sweet word 
here and there, with a dash of nonsense, purtend- 
ing to laugh at him, but buttering him up all the 
time, making believe he's a rock of sense, and 
that you're a trifle jealous because all women 
envies ye. This and a sprinkling of kisses and 
you'll get everything you want, if — an' it's a 
mighty big if — he doesn't take to drink." 

" You are a very wise woman, dear grannie ! 
but I don't think I should like to manage the 
man I loved in that way. I'd prefer a little more 
sincerity and candor." 

" Ah, then God help you. That's what them 
men will never thank you for ! Now, my darl- 
in', sure if I venture to tell you what I'm think- 
ing of, you'll not believe I'm making too bold I 
Eh?" 

" Oh, no ! You are so good to me I could 
never think you too bold." 
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" Well, then, you've got the right sort of man 
just to your hand. There's the Honorable St. 
Maur, a nice, simple-hearted gentleman, who'd 
worship the ground you walked on, and intro- 
duce you to her majesty and all the court, and 
set you " 

A laugh from her listener interrupted the 
fluent speaker. 

" Mr. St. Maur is simple, indeed. You might 
add another syllable to your appellation ; he is a 
simpleton of the simplest. Come, grannie, you 
must give me something better than that." 

" Don't you be too hard to please, my dear. 
One man is as good as another, if he isn't ill- 
natured. Sure, St. Maur is a real gentleman, and 
worth a dozen of that Forrester, for all his im- 
pudent black eyes. I hope, my darlin', you'll 
never give in to foolish fancies. That Forrester 
is just the stuff your nasty, slutherin', cruel, 
tyrannical, close-mouthed naygurs are made of. 
A good, kind, simple-minded man as would be- 
lieve every word you said was gospel truth ! 
There's the sort of husband that's worth — well, 
what is it ? " interrupting herself as the banished 
Jimmy hastily opened the door. 

" Father will be late, and won't have no din- 
ner—only supper. Can Dolly and me go and 
play robbers in the little cave in the " 

"Yes!" returned Madeleine quickly. "But 
Mrs. Sutton and I will come, too, and we will 
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bring some milk and fruit. You can take us 
prisoners if you like." 

"Very well," returned Jim, not without a 
tinge of reluctance. 

" You shall have more than fruit ; sure it's al- 
most your dinner time. It's a beautiful day and 
by one o'clock it will be quite warm. I'll get 
my hat," said Mrs. Sutton, and she left the room. 
Jimmy lingered, then as Madeleine passed him 
he caught her gown. She paused. "Auntie," 
he whispered, " give me a kiss ? " 

"Yes, dear," and Madeleine willingly bent 
down to him. He gave her a hearty, if rather 
rough hug, and then ran off lest any words might 
be said touching the " amende " he was ashamed 
of making. Madeleine smiled as she recognized 
the repentance expressed by this caress and the 
past with its wounds and soreness was forgotten. 

" He will grow up a good fellow," she said to 
herself. "I am glad he cares a little for me. 
Poor Mrs. Sutton, what a lot she has arranged 
for me. No sane woman would marry so very 
brainless a creature as poor Mr. St. Maur. How 
strange it is that a kind, warm-hearted woman 
like Mrs. Sutton thinks any man will do for a 
husband provided he will work well and avoid 
drink" 

The day was not yet over, however. It proved 
an important one to Madeleine as things turned 
oat. 
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John Erie returned in better temper and 
spirits. He had done a good stroke of business 
with a Boer farmer who agreed to give a fair 
price for some oxen he had inspected the pre- 
vious day. Then he had been most hospitably re- 
ceived by Dr. Elliott, a man of multifarious avo- 
cations, who ministered to the ills which quad- 
rupeds as well as humans are heirs to, besides be- 
ing a great judge of horseflesh, a general referee 
and a shrewd, humorous individual whose lively 
talk was a treat to a man accustomed to so iso- 
lated an existence as John Erie. 

Madeleine made a point of setting out his sup- 
per and attending to his wants and he accepted 
her services with unusual amiability. 

" Oh I by the way, I found a letter for you at 
Kirktown. I suppose it's from Kitty. What 
does she say ? ** 

Madeleine opened the envelope eagerly and 
glanced at the contents. " The general has been 
very ill again, but is better — ^they are going to 
spend the summer out with the sick, nursing, but 
says her patient is brave and resigned." 

" I never thought he would last so long," said 
Erie, reflectively. " I will say my sister seems 
to have taken great care of him. Give me the 
Hollands, Madeleine, and then you may go to 
bed ; it's getting late." 

Madeleine gladly accepted permission and ran 
upstairs to her room, eager to read her letter 
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ihoroughly, for she <^aLiicred froni the glance she 
had taken at its contents that there was much in 
it she would rather not read aloud to her brother. 

Carefully shading the candle from her little 
sleeping niece, she sat down to peruse the pre- 
cious document. 

" My dear Sissy," it began, " for I love the old 
name and can hardly realize that you have pro- 
gressed into ^ Madeleine ' a grown-up young lady. 
I think you are rather a wretch not to write 
oftener. What can you have to do out there in 
the wilderness ? It was really too bad to carry 
you off to the wilds at eighteen ; but John, we 
must confess hadn't much choice. I have always 
wished to adopt you. Nature proved herself an 
utter blunderer in not giving me children. I was 
intended for a mother, and would have spoiled 
my bairnies gloriously. Well, dear, my poor 
dear general has been going to pieces ever since 
bis retirement, more than five years ago. He is 
a fine fellow, I can tell you I So full of courage 
and patience, and has been very good to me ; 
but he clings like grim death to his ^ bit of 
giller.' He can't bear me to communicate with 
my own people. This is the reason why I must 
have seemed hard and heartless to John and 
yourself, but I am good-natured for all that. I 
haven't a notion what my husband is worth or 
what he will do with his money. Anyhow, I'll 
do my best for him as long as he can draw 



lid A Missing Hero 

breath. We have been here through the wintei* 
(the letter was dated from Bordighiera) but my 
poor general is full of going to Scotland in June. 
I am looking awfully old myself. I rarely get a 
real night's sleep, and in truth, I can't bear to see 
my poor patient suffer. I have very little time 
to write, so I expect two letters from you for 
every one of mine. Tell me how those poor, dear 
children are growing up. Does Dolly promise 
to be pretty ? Has Jim the puritanical touch of 
the Erles ? Is John pretty comfortable, and has 
he forgiven humanity in general for being so in- 
ferior to himself ? God forgive me, this is fool- 
ish chaff. John is a good, true man, whose 
word is worth a good many other men's oaths. 
Keep well with him, Madeleine ! He is a bad 
opponent, but he means and tries to be just; 
don't quarrel with him." 

Then came an account of a visit she had paid 
to Madeleine's schoolmistress during a brief stay 
in London and the writer subscribed herself, 
" Your loving sister, Katherine Blair." 



CHAPTER VII 

While Madeleine spent bar quiet and some- 
what monotonous days in a routine of unevent- 
ful duty, chequered only by varying moods of 
thought, North and bis party were enjoying the 
excitement of abundant sport. 

At first they found only smaller game of the 
antelope species, swiftfooted, beautiful creatures 
with graceful horns. 

The Honorable Tom was much annoyed at 
not finding lions and elephants at every turn. 

" The whole country is a fraud," he declared. 
"How long have we been here? Nearly four 
months, by Jove ! and not a glimpse of big game 
yet." 

They were smoking after their nondescript 
evening meal in the wagon, for some rain made 
the sportsmen glad to get under cover. 

" Four months ! " repeated Forrester, in a tone 
of remonstrance. "Why it is scarcely a week 
over three since we landed at Cape Town, where 
it pleased you to dawdle seven or eight weeks 
enjoying the blandishments of the colonial 
belles ! " 

" Well it took you three weeks at least to get 
ready, and spend a small fortune on this caravan. 

U7 
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To think what a lot of fun we might have had 
for the same amount spent among civilized peo- 
ple ! " 

" Will you be so good as to tell me if you came 
out here to accept the soothing incense of colonial 
society or to study the moral and physical condi- 
tion of the country, its fauna and flora, etc., with 
a view to enlightening the British public ? What 
was Lady Bamborough's object in sending you 
on this costly expedition ? " 

" Oh ! I know all about that and the book I 
was to write ! I'll say we were to write, for I 
must say, Forrester, you have given me a good 
deal of assistance, but my own object was to en- 
joy myself, after having been bullied and chivied 
by all my people to no end ! as if I were an im- 
becile, by Jove ! and I'm nothing of the kind I It 
takes a fair amount of brains to be a good shot, 
hey, Mr. North ? and you said I brought down 
that rheebok in fine style at how many yards, 
eh!" 

''I'm sure I can't tell exactly," said North, 
rather sleepily, " anyhow it was not a bad shot, 
but you must remember that we have no battus 
in South Africa, that is a barbarism we leave to 
Europeans ; we cannot ' drive ' lions or elephants ! 
However, I have a little comfort for you ! My 
man Nurajala has been prospecting for us and 
has found the spoor of elephants some ten or fif- 
teen miles nor'east in a jungle round a small 
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lake. I was going to propose that we should 
start off early to-morrow and try to get a shot 
at the big beasts. We'll take a couple of after 
riders and bivouac to-morrow night in the jungle. 
Whoever brings down a tusker shall have the 
ivory to do as he likes with ! These wild crea- 
tures retire further and further into remote 
places every year. None of them dread man 
more than the elephant. The sight of a six-j^ear- 
old child would banish a herd, and they would 
communicate their terrible experience to all their 
comrades for miles around. I have set Kumjala 
to work to harden a lot of bullets for our sport 
to-morrow; ordinary ammunition won't do for 
such game as this." 

This speech soothed St. Maur and he pro- 
ceeded to cross-examine Korth in a rather exas- 
perating fashion, concerning the most minute 
particulars of elephant and Uon shooting, helping 
himself liberally the while to Hollands and 
water till growing very sleepy he avowed his in- 
tention of " turning in," as he wanted to be fresh 
on the morrow. 

Forrester and North sat up considerably later. 
To the latter, a long discursive talk with a fairly 
well-^ucated observant man of the world, the 
English world, was a rare treat and although oc- 
casionally checked and disappointed by a certain 
ignoble narrowness and commonness in his com- 
panion's views and avowed motives, he thought 
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him agreeable and by no means a bad fellow. 
North was unusually interested in English 
politics and English life. For the first time for 
many a long year the possibility of returning to 
his home, his country, dawned upon him. 

He was an enthusiastic lover of nature and a 
benevolent benefactor to the natives, albeit no 
believer in the " noble savage " theory. 

But since his visit to Kavenscleugh under the 
new regime and the sweet strange influence 
created by the presence of women and children, 
a curious restless dissatisfaction had grown upon 
him. 

He, too, had glanced down the well-known 
column on the left of The Times'* first page when 
St. Maur had thrown the paper aside, and there 
found food for reflection, but he little dreamed 
that the lively, amusing companion whom he be- 
gan to like in a careless way, had there discovered 
an incentive to cautious yet daring action — action 
destined to influence North's future to a large 
extent. 

At last North's eyes grew heavy, he rolled 
himself in a large kaross, and nodding good-night 
to Forrester, stretched himself in a sort of ham- 
mock made in a network of strips of hide which 
is slung across the wagon and was soon fast 
asleep. 

Forrester never felt more wide-awake. He 
jotted down some incidents of the day's sports^ 
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then strapped up his notebook and sat long in 
deep, though active thought, gazing at North's 
recumbent figure and tranquil face which grew 
clearer to his vision as the moon rose and poured 
its silvery light through the open end of the 
wagon. 

He, however, was troubled with no self-re- 
proach such as vexed the soul of North, and even 
made his dreams uneasy. He had never marred 
his career by committing a huge, though boyish 
mistake. No, as he sat in the infinite silence of 
the distant, desolate spot, where the little party 
had '^ outspanned," recalling his past life he 
could not reproach himself with neglecting any 
chance of pushing his way from the obscurity of 
his early days to the front rank for which his 
ambition pined. The light-hearted joyousness 
natural to boyhood had been dulled and embit- 
tered in him by a profound conviction that the 
limitations of his poverty-stricken existence were 
the curse of a cruel fate, rather than the acci- 
dental condition under which the majority of 
young men like himself were born, and his 
mother's legends respecting the significance and 
grandeur of her family, filled him with envious 
hatred of those relatives whose happy lot it was 
to inherit this high fortune. 

Forrester considered his mother most deeply 
wronged, even more so than himself. She was 
exceedingly devoted to her only child, and her 
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devotion was, in her opinion, rewarded by her 
boy's attachment to her. He was a taciturn, 
self-contained youngster till he grew old enough 
to mix with others and observe at what disad- 
vantage reserve and unresponsiveness placed a 
man.. Then he cultivated a certain refined 
jollity of manner with considerable success, as- 
suming a tone of great frankness. His cousin, 
young Geoffrey Lisle, was an object of deep dis- 
like and bitter envy to him. His mother had 
moved to a rather humble suburb of the metrop- 
olis in order to give him a home during the 
preparation for a legal career. His most absorb- 
ing amusement, if such a pursuit can be called 
amusement, was tracking his relative as far as he 
could. He watched him at races whenever he 
could manage to be amongst the crowd. He 
often stood on the steps of the theatres when the 
audience were going in or coming out and was 
frequently among the lookers-on who ranged 
themselves in a lane right and left of the entrance 
of some princely mansion where a ball or con- 
cert had gathered a gorgeous crowd. But this 
boyish exuberance of spite did not last long. In 
a way he loved pleasure and had learned the 
value of money, and he soon began to see it a 
waste of cash to pay and fight for a place in 
crowded third-class carriages in order to scowl at 
his more fortunate kinsman from an unapproach- 
able distance. His mother had often urged him 
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to make himself known to Geoffrey Lisle. *^ He 
might give you a helping hand, for he seems to 
be on most intimate terms with all sorts of 
swells." 

" Maybe so ! but I will never cringe to him for 
a crust of bread." 

^'I do not want you to do that, Mark, but 
there is no reason why you should not be on 
friendly terms with your cousin. You are much 
the same age." 

" And different in every other particular. If 
he were to make up with me and request the 
pleasure of my acquaintance I should not say no, 
but that is not very likely. Seek him, I never 
will ! " 

To sum up this portion of Forrester's recol- 
lections the last time he had seen the heir pre- 
sumptive of Linton Chase was in the height of 
the season some ten years ago, when he paused 
by accident at the door of " Her Majesty's " and 
saw Lisle go in with a very handsome woman 
on his arm. 

This last glimpse of his fortunate kinsman was 
followed by very unexpected circumstances. 
Geoffrey Lisle disappeared completely and Mar- 
maduke, the head of the family, a bachelor of the 
most aggravated type, suddenly and unexpectedly 
married a young undowered but high-born wife, 
who fulfilled the ends of her existence (according 
to his views) by presenting him with a son and 
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heir before their wedded life was two years old. 
This seemed to put all Forrester's disturbing 
irritation at being so near and yet so far from 
high fortune, to rest ; he applied himself to work 
and sought diligently to earn and save money, to 
his mother's delight and admiration. 

She earnestly thanked God every Sunday for 
giving her so excellent, so irreproachable a son. 
Of his real life, she, like other mothers, knew 
little or nothing. At length fortune seemed to 
relax somewhat of her rigor against hiuL Acci- 
dent enabled him to do some small service to the 
Countess of Bamborough's youngest son. Her 
ladyship took a fancy to him, declared him to be 
a young man full of promise, who deserved en- 
couragement, and engaged him to travel with 
the Honorable Tom, more or less, as Forrester 
himself said, as a " keeper." 

All these stages in his life he hastily but 
clearly recalled, and now he had come to a crit- 
ical period in his career. 

The newspaper brought by Graham North in- 
formed Forrester that one obstacle between him 
and high fortune had been removed. This was 
corroborated by a short letter from his mother, 
who added a few particulars to the bare an- 
nouncement of his young kinsman's death in The 
Times, " It seems to be God's will that you 
should succeed to the property of your grand 
uncle. The poor boy, his son, never had good 
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health and the quarrels and separation of father 
and mother deprived him of the sort of tranquil 
happy home so necessary for a nervous irritable 
creature, such as I am told Eeginald Lisle was. 
Geoffrey has now been so long lost to sight that 
it is quite absurd to suppose he is still alive. I 
think that we may hope that you ere long suc- 
ceed to the inheritance of my ancestors. I hear 
that my Uncle Marmaduke is failing fast. He is 
now some years past eighty, and the loss of his 
son has been a great blow." 

" She makes much too sure," thought Forrester 
as he recalled the contents of this letter. " I 
feel that Geoffrey Lisle is by no means out of the 
running and I have a strong conviction that I 
could put my hand on him. Put my hand — it is 
a curious phrase and suggests strange thoughts ; 
from the day I noticed the device on Mactier's 
ring I felt I had a clue. Had it not been for 
this I should not have dreamed of looking for 
Geoffrey in Africa : Australia or America would 
have been more attractive places of refuge, but 
there are points about this * elephant smasher ' 
which remind me of the young swell I used to 
hate and envy. I wish I had known his voice, 
that is often a reminder." 

He shifted his seat a little to get a better view 
of North's face. *• Of course ten vears make a 
great difference. He was a smooth-faced boy 
when I saw him last : now he has a beard, but 
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the brow and eyes are Geoffrey's, and when he 
smiles the likeness is striking. He is no common 
man. Then when St. Maur was talking about 
the triumphs of the Bamborough colt he laughed 
and admitted he had lost considerably on that 
race in which the favorite was so unexpectedly 
beaten. I remember it was reported that Geof- 
frey Lisle had also lost very heavily. It is a 
strange position ! a chance shot might clear the 
road for me! one of St. Maur's random shots 
might do the trick." 

His thoughts grew confused, all sorts of possi- 
bilities thronged his brain, till by an effort he 
fixed his mind on what seemed to him the first 
necessity of his present position and that was to 
keep his dawning recognition of the '^ elephant 
smasher's " identity profoundly dark ; no one 
must have the faintest suspicion that he (For- 
rester) had even the remotest idea of any con- 
nection between himself and North. 

He was scarcely conscious why he had come to 
this conclusion, but he found it very firmly fixed 
in his thoughts. 

"He is infernally lucky," mused Forrester, 
gazing intently at the sleeping man, " and evi- 
dently a taking sort of fellow. That pretty little 
sister of Erie's used to brighten up whenever he 
came near her and always tried to get away from 
me. I'd like to pay her out for that. 

" It's many a day since I took such a fancy to 
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any girL I am so far fortunate that I never 
cared much for women, but it would be delicious 
to win Madeleine Erie, or break her to my will. 
What sweet eyes she has I How soft and loving 
she could be. If this man is Geoffrey Lisle — 
they say he was a regular lady killer. Well, he 
sludl not have everything, if I can help it." 

His piercing black eyes fixed themselves on 
his sleeping comrade as though he tried to read 
the innermost working of his brain. 

"Not gone to roost yet?" said North, sud- 
denly waking up, quite wide-awake, so suddenly 
that Forrester felt strangely startled. " At work 
on your journal ? " continued North, raising 
himself on his elbow. " You had better get a 
good long sleep or your hand will not be steady 
enough ! Elephant shooting needs a cool head 
and quiet pulses. Then we may rouse a lion. 
We will be having hot weather and the rains 
soon, so we must not lose more time than we can 
help. What grand moonlight ! " 

Here a sudden discordant, despairing sort of 
howl rang out, a most hideous sound which woke 
the recumbent St. Maur. 

" What in heaven's name is the matter ? Are 
the blackies murdering one another ? Where are 
my pistols ? " he cried, much alarmed. " For- 
rester ? Where are you, Forrester ? " 

" Here ! Your pistols are at the head of your 
hammock." 



North, read ''.-:.:.!:■ Lis kiiio.- 

•J v._ 

'* A nice place, by Jove I for a 
her favorite boy to. I've had a 
it. Let me only bag one elephai 
of lions and I'll go straight back to 
ay, and stay there as long as Erie 
Mind you put down the hyena, Foi 
I fire off my pistols? It might 
beast away and you can mention 
the laager in our journal. Look h( 
Give me a nip of brandy — these av 

"Don't fire, St. Maur! You mi 
of our people. As to brandy, you 1 
enough already ; you don't want D 
do you ? " interrupted Forrester, 
you up ? It's part of a dry nurse's 

"Keally, Forrester, you can b 
agreeable sotyio*!-** — 
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sought it in vain, for his brain had been too busy 
to rest all at once. 

Curious visions, vague possibilities kept his 
imagination still at work; again and again he 
chased away unpleasant and disturbing sug- 
gestions, even laughing mentally at the idea 
of making a " Family Herald Villain " of him- 
self. 

It was long before the blessing of sleep de- 
scended upon him and his last waking thought 
was a half muttered sentence regarding North. 
" Wherever he found it, the fellow has the voice 
and accent of a first-rate English swell." 

The next morning broke fair and bright and 
North dispatched some of his men with spare 
guns, ammunition and the dogs to a point near 
where the elephants had been seen. 

" It is well to be prepared for contingencies," 
he said, " as you and Mr. St. Maur are unaccus- 
tomed to this sort of sport. I intend to leave the 
game to you unless you want help. The pool or 
fountain which is an attraction to all the wild 
beasts hereabouts lies further off than Mactier 
imagines. I have been over the ground before." 

After a hasty but substantial breakfast North 
and his friends set out on horseback and soon 
observed a change in the aspect of the country. 
The wide veldt now yellowed by the effect of the 
dry season changed further on to an increasingly 
barren karoo district with a sprinkling of gray 
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gnarled weird looking trees, which increased as 
they rode along till they found themselves in a 
forest, the advance guard of a mighty and almost 
impenetrable mass of vegetation. 

*^ What is he saying ? " asked St. Maor, observ- 
ing that North's head man pointed to the ground 
and spoke eagerly to him. 

*' He is pointing out the recent ^ spoor ' of an 
elephant. He thinks we may come up with some 
before dusk, but I doubt it" 



CHAPTER VIII 

The day was very warm, and although the 
trees afforded a shelter from the sun, there was 
less and less air as they penetrated into the deep 
shadow. As North anticipated, the pool sought 
was further than reported and St. Maur asked so 
frequently for " pegs " of brandy that North felt 
obliged to impose his authority as leader of the 
party and forbid any further "drinks" save of 
" aqua pura." 

While still in the open they had brought down 
several namaqua (partridges) from flights passing 
overhead, also an antelope which was hastily cut 
up and as much as they could conveniently carry 
taken with them. 

It was dusk, however, before they reached the 
pool or fountain which they hoped would attract 
the huge game. 

That it was their favorite drinking place they 
soon perceived, for all around were thickly strewn 
broken branches and stems of trees smashed up 
as if they had excited the wrath of their de- 
stroyers. The earth also was torn as if plowed 
by the tusks of the destroyers, for elephants are 
dainty feeders and seek for the best and freshest 
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leaves, and plants, and roots, devastating a 
whole district in a short time and then desert- 
ing it, sometimes for years, until it has had time 
to recover. 

All was profoundly still, imposingly silent. 

" I don't myself believe there are any of those 
big beasts within fifty miles of us ! " growled St. 
Maur. " I fancy you know when such creatures 
are coming." 

" They make wonderfully little noise in walk- 
ing. Their feet are soft and spongy and the 
places they walk on are also soundless. They 
may be a long way off at this moment, but I am 
pretty sure some will be here by dawn, or before 
it, on such a warm dry night as this, to drink at 
the pool. Let us sleep! Numjala and Kapain 
shall watch by turns." 

"It's a grim place," said Forrester, looking 
round him with a shiver. He had a curious dread 
of being out in the wilderness and utterly in 
North's power. 

The more familiar he became with the famous 
" elephant smasher," the more convinced he was 
that North and Geoffrey Lisle were one and the 
same. 

He had a curious unreasoning dread of him. 
Here in a region where law did not exist. North, 
from his knowledge of the native dialects and bis 
influence with the people, might do pretty well 
what he liked. 
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St. Maur by this time was nearly speechless 
from fatigue and a crushing sense of discomforts. 
Sleep soon stole upon them, Forrester being the 
last to yield to its soothing effect. 

The gray dawn was stealing through the top- 
most branches of the trees when a cautious 
pressure on his shoulder roused Forrester to sud- 
den consciousness, and his ears caught the sound 
of spouting and splashing water. 

" What," he began aloud. " Hush ! " whis- 
pered North. " Speak low. Look ! there to the 
left." 

Forrester did look and sprang up noiselessly. 
He beheld two huge elephants which looked like 
great towers standing in the water, which they 
were drawing up into their trunks and spouting 
over themselves with much deliberation. 

" Put your hand over St. Maur's mouth when 
you wake him," whispered North. " If he calls 
out we are done ! " 

Forrester crept to where the Honorable Tom 
reposed, and taking the precaution advised, woke 
up his charge. " Do you want to suffocate me, 
you infernal Othello," stuttered St. Maur. 

" Silence, I say ! Elephants ! " in an energetic 
whisper. 

" No, really — my gun," scrambling to his feet 
and carefully suppressing his voice. The head 
man put St. Maur's rifle into his hand. Both 
Forrester and North had theirs beside them. 
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"They are nearly broadside on — couldn't be 
better, mark the " 

Before he could complete his sentence St. 
Maur blazed away, hitting the smaller of the 
formidable beasts on the head. The elephant 
uttered a loud cry, and both stumbling through 
the pool disappeared in different directions. 

" There ! " cried St. Maur triumphantly. " I 
hit it at the first go off." 

"And lost a fine pair of tusks," returned 
North. 

" And now ? " put in Forrester. 

"We must mount and ride," said North, be- 
ginning to take the shackles off his steed. 

Their attendants brought St. Maur and For- 
rester's steeds and they started in pursuit. 

It was rough riding and needed sure-footed 
mounts. The elephant paths led in all directions 
from the fountain, like the sticks of a fan. At 
last they reached a space where the forest swept 
back into a kind of bay, and there they beheld to 
their joy a small herd of mother elephants with 
their calves browsing on the young branchlets of 
the nearest trees. 

" Ah, now we can have our choice," cried St. 
Maur, slinging his reins over his arm and getting 
ready his rifle. 

"Patience, patience!" said North. "See the 
dogs are charging in among the trees ; something 
is lurking there." 
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As he spoke the sound of barking and a 
strange, rumbling noise was heard and out firom 
among the foliage came three buU elephants of 
enormous size. 

St Maur's horse grew frightened and fidgety. 
He was not a bad horseman, but he could not 
hold the animal steady. 

" Here," called North, " you can't manage that 
brute ; here, take mine." He swiftly dismounted 
and changed horses with St. Maur, who with de- 
light at once discharged his rifle almost without 
taking aim and all but shooting one of the na- 
tive attendants. 

^^ Keep cool, Forrester ; aim behind the shoul- 
der ; you might as well fire at the side of an iron- 
clad as at the head." 

Forrester tried to obey, but he felt his hand 
was unsteady and though he hit the mighty beast, 
it merely gave a loud discordant cry and all went 
off at a brisk, shambling pace. 

"Follow, boys," cried North, who evidently 
felt the excitement of the chase, and he started 
at a gallop. They kept the quarry in sight. 

The elephant, which had been ineffectually 
hit, turned around now and again to charge the 
dogs, to whom he seemed to attribute the attack. 
North's horse was by far the best of the five, and 
gained upon the retreating leviathan of the for- 
est, who suddenly and unexpectedly turned on 
St. Haur and would b^ve overwhelmed him had 
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not North, who was watching intently, sent a 
well-directed bullet in behind his shoulder, and 
he fell, but scrambled to his feet again. Fo^ 
rester sent a second bullet through his fore leg ; 
still he moved on, but soon fell to rise no more. 
North rode up hastily and shot him in the nape 
of the neck and the huge creature rolled over 
dead. 

" A waste of powder and shot," said Forrester. 
" He was a gone coon already." 

" I always like to make assurance doubly sure," 
returned North, reloading. " It is too cruel to 
let a poor brute linger in agony." 

" I didn't fancy a mighty nimrod would have 
been so tender-hearted," exclaimed the other 
with a sneer. 

*' The ivory is yours all the same, Forrester ; 
yours was the shot that brought him down. 
Ivory has been rising of late ; those tusks will 
bring twenty-eight to thirty-five pounds." 

" Oh, I didn't think of that ! What is he say- 
ing ? " for the head man was speaking with a 
smile to North. 

" He says the other Englishman very nearly 
brought down that blackie rider, though he was 
not even in line with the elephant. By Jove ! he 
had a narrow escape. We must have the tusks 
taken out." 

North dismounted, his servants also, and with 
knives and assegais set to work to clear away 



A Missing Hero 137 

the skin, etc., in preparation for digging the 
tusks out of the sockets in which they are deeply 
imbedded. Before they left the scene of slaugh- 
ter an advance guard of the tribe which inhabited 
the village where North had made his laager, 
came up, and receiving his permission, at once 
fell upon the huge carcass, stripping the bones of 
flesh, which they quickly converted into biltungue 
and chunks for immediate use. In their raptur- 
ous haste the operators became all splashed with 
blood and presented a hideous spectacle. 

" It's a ghastly sight ! " exclaimed St. Maur, 
looking pale and sickly. "For God's sake, let 
us move on ; we may flush a lion, if so, you must 
give me a fair chance ; I was too flurried just 
now to have one. Come on." 

They were not gratified, however, by an en- 
counter with the king of beasts, but fell in with 
more elephants, one of which St. Maur hit, but 
did not arrest his progress. They also caught 
sight, in the distance, of a herd of giraffes. They 
were going at a great pace, however, and soon 
disappeared. St. Maur was greatly excited by 
this glimpse of the strange, graceful creatures. 
He declared he would not consider he had ac- 
complished anything unless he captured a giraffe. 
Finally having recruited their larder by shooting 
a wildebeest, they made for the laager. 

The "new chums" arrived a good deal the 
worse for wear, and much exhausted, but it did 
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not seem hard to North, accustomed as he wis 
to severe toil. He sat smoking and thinking 
long after his companions, having supped heartily, 
had been sound asleep. 

Their presence did not add much to the pleas- 
ure of his sport. He perceived a strain of cruelty 
in Forrester which he had not suspected, and 
which repulsed him strongly. St. Maur was an 
absolute impediment to successful hunting, while 
the society of men fresh from the variety, the 
interest of civilized European life, roused regrets 
which he thought would never again rouse up to 
disturb him. 

It is not necessary to recapitulate the hunting 
adventures of the trio ; they had various hair- 
breadth escapes, and St. Maur was elated by ab- 
solutely hitting and killing a lion. They were 
nearly a month in this wild, lonely land, and St 
Maur's sporting taste had been more than satis- 
fied, even satiated, when by common consent 
they began to speak of Kavenscleugh. 

The weather had grown cooler, and St. Maur 
began to pine for the shelter of a stone house. 
He intended to pay Mr. Erie a visit and then go 
on to Cape Town. "You know, Forrester, I 
must study the social and political life of the 
Colony, as well as the wild beasts. Hey, Mr. 
North ? " 

" Yes, of course, Two-legged beasts must not 
be neglected." 
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"Two-legged beasts? Yes, certainly; very 
good ! Well, they are regular beasts. Then I 
think we'll get home by autumn — in time for 
partridge shooting, hey ? " 

" That will seem very tame, after such sport 
as we have had here," said Forrester. 

" Of course, of course ; but then you can wash 
your hands before sitting down to dinner." 

" I have almost forgotten that such superflui- 
ties are of any importance," returned North, 
laughing. 

" You used to be deucedly smart at Ravens- 
cleugh," put in Forrester, " considering you are 
a mighty hunter 1 " 

"He had to look smart to find favor in Miss 
Erie's eyes. Ladies make a great difference. 
Eh, Forrester ! " 

" I suppose so." 

" Anyway, it was very nice to meet a charm- 
ing, sweet, well-bred girl away in the wilderness ; 
quite reviving, by Jove ! and the dear soul was 
so delighted to meet a chap like me. Fancy 
what it must have been to her. I shall be quite 
charmed to administer a little more revivication 
on my way south ! " 

" Have you no remorse when you reflect what 
it will cost her to say good-by ? " said Forrester, 
with a grin. 

" Oh ! Ah, she is a sensible sort of girl, and 
must know that sympathy and admiration and 
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appreciation and all the rest are one thing and 
matrimony is another. There are differences of 
station and position, hey ! Don't you see ? Eh, 
Forrester ? " 

"I don't," exclaimed North. "Of course I 
am a rough fellow ; half a savage, in short ; but 
it seems to me that she might lie by an emperor's 
side and command his tasks." 

" Ah, ha. North, my boy ! That's not origi- 
nal ! I've heard somebody say it before 1 " 

" A good many somebodies, I expect," cried 
North, laughing. 

" She was very good friends with you. North ; 
quite sisterly or daughterly; but I don't envy 
you that sort of preference ! With me, it was a 
different thing.'' 

" We have discussed the young lady, our host's 
sister, quite enough, more than enough," inter- 
rupted North. " Let us take a cruise across the 
big plain to the northeast to-morrow and see if 
we cannot find some oryxs and send their heads 
over to Lady Bamborough to help adorn her 
baronial halls, then the wagon can start off, and 
we will catch up to it the day after on the road 
to Kavenscleugh." 

" Agreed ! " returned the others. 

They soon said good-night and silence settled 
down on the laager. 

North, however, was unusually wakeful; a 
sense of irritation fevered his blood, yet how ab- 



A Missing Hero 141 

solutely senseless it was to be so stirred by the 
blatant folly of an ass like St. Maur I Then he 
thought of the sneering, evil look with which 
Forrester listened to his prot^g^'s maundering. 

"Forrester is not quite what I thought," 
mused North. "There's a dash of cruelty of 
the beast in him. I wish he never was to set 
eyes on Madeleine Erie again ; " at the thought, 
her image arose up before him so vividly that 
all else vanished from his eyes. It was always 
ready to present itself, nor was he often able to 
resist dwelling on it. His heart thrilled with 
delicious warmth at the recollection of the in- 
terest, the kindly interest her glances expressed. 
Why did she treat him as if they had known 
each other before? How sweet and frank she 
was. Could she have taken a girlish fancy to 
him, rough and unknown as he was? If so, 
how gratefully he would meet her halfway. 
Would she despise him if she knew that he was 
a runaway, a deserter from the post which his 
birth had assigned him ? That to save himself 
some mortification, some insignificant disagree- 
ables he had renounced the companionship of 
his equals, the duties of his station and sen- 
tenced himself to exile and the society of wild 
beasts, biped and quadruped. Of course, she 
would. He despised himself. Certainly he was 
a young man when he made this great mistake, 
boyish, in fact, still he ought to have been man 
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enough to face the ills he had brought upon 
himself. Could he live his past life over again I 
That's what we all want. But soft and kindly 
as Madeleine seemed, she was no thoughtless 
weakling ; she was evidently given to reflection, 
to meditate on matters she did not quite under- 
stand and to puzzle out the problems presented 
by the life around her. Ought he to yield to 
his strong inclination to make love to her ? She 
was very young. He could only try to win her 
with her brother's consent, and what of a future 
had he to offer ? He had made some money by 
his success as a hunter, and his expenses were ex- 
ceedingly small, still what he saved was scarcely 
a sufficient provision. True, it was possible that 
wealth and honor awaited him in his own land, 
and if he intended to have a try for it he must 
return there and endeavor to prove his identity 
while his uncle was still alive. Then all would 
go well, but it would be a desperately difficult 
task. There was but one man in England whose 
evidence would be of value and he did not know 
if that man was dead or alive. 

How utterly he had tangled the skein of his 
life. But whatever might lurk in the future, he 
would see Madeleine in two or three days, and 
hold her hand and look into her eyes and catch 
that sweet half smiling look which puzzled him 
in so charming a fashion. Fascinated though he 
was, he resolved to watch for any symptom of 
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coquetry, to see if she seemed ready to extend an 
equal amount of favor to Forrester, who was a 
good-looking, daring sort of a fellow likely to 
find favor in the eyes of a young girl unpracticed 
in the world's ways. St. Maur did not count — 
yes, he thought he did — he was an honorable 
man and belonged to rich people, still he remem- 
bered that Madeleine could hardly conceal her 
amusement at St. Maur's blunders and droll airs 
of importance. 

Anyhow, he would soon rest his eyes on her 
fair face, and try to find out if it was liking or 
vanity which induced her to make the indefinable 
advances which he felt though he hardly could 
describe. So with this heavenly vision still be- 
fore his eyes be dropped to sleep, his last thought 
being an indistinct calculation '' about forty-eight 
hours, and six of them will be gone by the time 
I wake." 

Meantime he did not leave himself unrecorded 
on the leaves of Madeleine's memory. He had 
hardly been gone a fortnight on this expedition 
when John Erie came in to dinner one afternoon 
with a somewhat puzzled, but not displeased look 
on his grave face. 

He said grace as usual and ate his dinner in a 
thoughtful manner. Then addressing his sister 
while he felt in his breast pocket and drew out 
some letters, he said : ^^ I have an epistle here 
for you from North. He has sent you a present. 
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a very handsome present, and very properly the 
accompanying letter through me." He handed 
it to her as he spoke. 

" Dear Miss Erie — I have been fortunate enough 
to have found a horse which I think will suit 
you fairly well, and I send it on with this to 
your brother, who, as I know, can easily accom- 
modate it in his stables. I noticed that he had 
not as yet been able to find you one, for a lady's 
horse is hard to get in these regions. If you will 
do me the great favor of accepting the creature, 
I hope you will be further sufficiently gracious as 
to permit me to give you some riding lessons. 
The steed is gentle and intelligent, and I have 
broken it myself." 

^'Oh! John! Is he not kind and good and 
thoughtful," cried Madeleine in unconcealed de- 
light. 

" You don't mind my having the horse, John?" 

" No. I am glad of North's friendly thought. 
Did he say anything to you of his intended 
gift?" 

"No; nothing whatever. I never dreamt of 
such a thing." 

" Um, I was a good deal surprised, I confess." 
Erie stopped abruptly, and resumed after a min- 
ute's thought. 

" We'll go down and look at the new acquisi- 
tion. Eh, Doll, I dare say auntie will give you a 
ride on her new mount." 
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" Of course," cried Madeleine, " she shall ride 
whenever she likes." 

"That's well," said the father. He rose up 
and with Madeleine and the two children was 
leaving the room when Mrs. Sutton, who was 
locking up the spirits, exclaimed : 

" I'm not going to be left behind. Faith, sure 
I know a horse as well as I do a ship I An' it's 
a real generous gentleman Mr. North is. When 
he does a thing he does it well. When'U we see 
him again, Mr. Erie?" 

"Soon, I fancy; I don't think Mr. St. Maur 
wiU care to spend much time tracking wild game. 
He cares more for company and dinner parties 
than the wild sports of the African forest." 

" I shall be so glad to see Mr. North, and thank 
him for his beautiful present," said Madeleine. 

" How do you know it is beautiful till you see 
it?" returned Erie with a grave smile. 

" Oh, I feel sure it is," she replied, and they 
set off to the stables. 

The new acquisition had a loose box to himself 
and had evidently been accustomed to be petted. 
He at once walked over to the partition where 
his owner stood gazing at him. 

A beautifully shaped bright bay, with one 
white foot and a star of white on its forehead, a 
dark muzzle and a fine aristocratic looking head. 

Madeleine, who had been used to horses in her 
childhood, at once put up her hand to stroke its 
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neck and rub its ears, and the pretty creature 
rubbed its nose against her shoulder. 

" Oh, you dear thing, how I shall love you ! " 
she exclaimed. 

^^ 'Deed and it's a lady's horse as ever I see ! " 
said Mrs. Sutton, '^ and a real handsome present, 
as Mr. North would be sure to give." 

" Will you try it to^ay ? " 

^'Oh, no, John, I will wait till Mr. North 



comes. 
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CHAPTER IX 

It was a delightful variety in Madeleine's quiet 
life to visit her new acquisition every day, to 
bring the delightful creature sugar and apples 
and an occasional carrot. There were great dis- 
cussions as to the name this treasure should bear, 
but Madeleine would fix on none until she had 
ascertained from the giver if the horse had al- 
ready been named. She also waited till North 
came to make her first attempt at mounting the 
steed he had bestowed upon her. 

There was a little uneasiness in her mind, how- 
ever, respecting it. Her brother, never much of 
a talker, had said nothing about this addition to 
their stud, but when he had given her North's 
letter he did not seem displeased, stiU she was 
half afraid he might not like this ornamental 
stranger in his stables, though the abundance of 
a South African farm made the number of mouths 
of less consequence than they would be in Eng- 
land. 

" Did Mr. North ask you if you minded keep- 
ing another horse for me?" she asked timidly 
one morning, as her brother rose from the break- 
fast table and prepared to go on his morning 
round. 
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" Oh 1 yes, of course. No, I don't mind, Made- 
leine, though I did grudge money to buy one, es- 
pecially a first-rate animal like this one. I must 
be careful for a few years, and get before the 
world before I can do all I should like to do, but 
now you have the horse you are welcome to his 
keep." 

" Thank you, John. Of course I consider him 
almost as much Dolly's and Jim's as mine." 

" All right," returned Erie with a nod and an 
unusual smile, and he left the room. ^^ Not a bad 
little girl," he reflected. " I wish she had more 
pluck. She is always half afraid of me. Why ? 
I'm sure I am not harsh or unkind." 

Some ten days later Mrs. Sutton was busy in- 
specting a grand turnout of the " voor-huis " sit- 
ting-room, for the colder, dryer season was ap- 
proaching and the general sitting-room would be 
more often used than in the warm period of the 
year. Narry and a Hottentot who cooked under 
Mrs. Sutton's directions were busy sweeping and 
scrubbing, closely inspected by the argus-eyed 
housekeeper, when a loud but not unmusical voice 
called from outside : 

" HuUoo — any one there ? Tell Narry to come 
and take my horse." 

Mrs. Sutton, duster in hand, ran out on to the 
stoop and beheld North on horseback looking up 
eagerly at the windows. 

^' Ah I then Mr. North, you're as welcome as 
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the flowers in May. Narry, leave the sweeping, 
ran and take the poor baste ! Faith, you've rid- 
den him hard ; you'll want a mouthful of lanch 
an' you fresh from a gallop." 

North dismounted and Narry rushed out U> 
lead away his horse. 

" Yes ! " said the new arrival. " I went round 
by Eok's farm. I wanted to see him on business, 
slept there last night and started at daybreak 
this morning." 

"Then you've not let the grass grow under 
your feet!" cried Mrs. Sutton, throwing the 
dining-room door open and her duster over her 
shoulder bustled about to lay a cloth and bring 
some savory cold viands with a jug of her own 
home-brewed which she did not bestow on every 
one. 

" What have you done with the rest ? " asked 
the housekeeper standing opposite him, one hand 
on her hip and a pleased expression on her broad 
face. 

" Oh ! They will not be here till to-morrow. 
St. Maur was rather done up, so they outspanned 
early yesterday and do not start again till this 
morning. I took the opportunity of riding round 
to see old Eok and coming on here to have a word 
or two with my friends before the strangers came 
up." 

" Right you are, sir ! Is Forrester along with 
youstiU?" 
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" Yes, of course. You know he mustn't leave 
St. Maur." 

"Well, if I was that nice young gentleman's 
mother I wouldn't trust him to the likes of For- 
rester. There's a divil in his eyes. He'd sell his 
father if he'd bring anything of a price." 

" Come, come, Mrs. Sutton, you are quite too 
hard on Forrester. He is a sharp, plucky fellow, 
and I don't suppose any worse than his neigh- 
bors. Tell me, how is every one ? " 

" All well, thanks to God, and isn't Miss Made- 
leine the proud young lady ? The eyes of her is 
just dancing in her head when she looks at the 
elegant horse you sent her ! She's always run- 
ning down to the stables with bread and sugar 
and apples and one thing or another to the beau- 
tiful baste, but she won't try him. ' No,' says 
she, ^ no one shall mount me on the dear creature,' 
says she, ^ but the man that gave him to me ! ' 
Mr. Erie has taken him out most days for a little 
exercise, and still Miss Madeleine waits for you." 

" She does me great honor." 

" You'll have a drop more beer, Mr. North ? " 

•*No thank you, I'll go away to my room and 
make my toilet. Mrs. Sutton, I'm not fit to pre- 
sent myself to civilized people in my present trim. 
Do you know that Mr. Erie's kindness and yours 
are spoiling me for the wild life I had got accus- 
tomed to ; I begin to want a decent house and 
restful habits. In short I'm growing old ! " 
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" Is it you, Mr. North ! Ah ! go 'long with you, 
sir ! You'll be a young man ten years hence." 

North laughed and rose to leave the room. 
''Where are the children and Miss Erie?" he 
asked. 

" I don't know ! They went out after lessons ; 
it's glad Miss Erie is to get clear of them. That 
Jimmy is a limb. Torments the life out of her, 
yet he isn't aisy till she makes it up and she kisses 
him. He'll be a fine man one of these days." 

When Madeleine and Dolly came in from the 
garden where they had been diligently digging, 
raking and planting the patches they called their 
own, Mrs. Sutton met them with the news that 
the '' Elephant Smasher " had arrived and they 
had better '' tidy " themselves, for dinner would 
soon be ready. 

'' I'm so glad ! " cried Madeleine. '' He might 
take me out riding this very afternoon if John 
doesn't want him ! How fortunate it is that we 
got that skirt finished. You were a dear to buy 
me the stuff when you went to Kirktown. I can 
wear my dark blue bodice with it and look quite 
neat." 

" To be sure you will ! Ah, Dolly, my child ! 
your hair looks as if you had been dragged 
through a bush backwards." 

" I'll soon put that right ; come away, Doll ! " 
cried Madeleine, and they ran off upstairs to- 
gether. 
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When Madeleine descended in her newest dress, 
with a few bright colored flowers in her waist- 
band, and a plait of glossy red-brown hair like a 
coronet round her head, she found Dolly who had 
preceded her seated on North's Icnee, in the 
dining-room. 

He put the child down and rose to meet her 
aunt with such a vivid expression of pleasure in 
his dark face that Madeleine felt the quick color 
flush her cheek in sudden sympathy. 

" I am so glad you have come," she exclaimed, 
holding out her hand. ^^ I have been dying to 
thank you for your most delightful gift. I always 
longed for a horse of my own ! What put it in 
your head to be so good to me ? " 

He held her hand while she spoke, almost won- 
dering at the intense joy he felt in gazing at her 
speaking face and feeling her soft hand in his 
own. 

" I think I can divine your thoughts, or, at 
least your wishes ! " he said as she quietly with- 
drew her hand. " Of course I was but too glad 
to gratify them." 

" Are you quite sure John did not mind my 
having the horse ? " she asked in a low confiden- 
tial tone. 

" Yes, quite sure ! Why should he not ? " 

^^ Oh, I don't know. I am not his daughter, 
you know." 

" I dare say he looks on you as if you were I ** 
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Madeleine shook her head and Dolly took up her 
parable and said : ^^ Oh, father is quite different 
with auntie ; you see she is grown up and father 
he thinks she ought to be grave and sensible as 
himself." 

"Which I certainly am not!" cried Made- 
leine, smiling. "Tell me what is the name of 
my dear steed ? " 

" * Hazel,' because it is a sort of nut brown." 

" What a pretty name ! " 

Here Erie came in and greeted his favored 
guest cordially, echoing Madeleine's thanks for 
North's very handsome gift. 

" And how have your new chums got on ? " 
asked Erie when dinner was nearly half over. 

"Fairly well. We have had on the whole 
first-rate sport. St. Maur is rather a duffer, but I 
can't help liking the fellow ; I fancy his heart is 
in the right place. There's a sort of innocent 
conceit, an overgrown boyishness about him you 
san't help laughing at, but he's a gentleman — 
he's plucky, too, but an awful bad shot. For- 
rester* is an exceedingly good one, a clever 
man of the world ; I enjoyed a chat with him, 
y^et he impressed me as being a bit of an ad- 
venturer ! " 

" An' it's just what he is ! I'll go bail," said 
Mrs. Sutton aside. 

" Poor Mr. Forrester ! " ejaculated Madeleine, 
with an arch look at North. 
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^' I thooght him a shrewd, well-informed man 
of the world," replied Erie thoughtfoUy. 

"Is there any reason, Miss Erie, why we 
should not take a ride this afternoon?" asked 
North. 

" I should like it very much if John does not 
want you." 

" No, I am going to Eirktown. I hear there 
are some oxen for sale there." 

"We might go part of the way with you," 
said North. "Miss Erie must not try her 
strength on her first attempt at witching horse- 
manship." 

" I shall be entirely guided by my riding mas- 
ter," said Madeleine. So it was settled. 

"Won't auntie look funny on horseback!" 
cried Jimmy with perceptible contempt. 

" No, I shall not, you naughty boy ! I used to 
ride when I was quite a little girl, and I think 
the habit comes back to one." 

" No doubt," agreed North. 

" I shall start in an hour," said Erie, " and if 
you want me to do anything for you in the 
village, pray give me a memorandum, or I shall 
never remember." 

Madeleine thought she had never before felt 
so happy and light-hearted as she was when she 
donned her neat little blue cloth bodice and 
serge skirt of the same color. Mrs. Sutton as- 
sisted her to dress with many voluble com- 
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ments. " There, now, you look elegant ! 'Deed 
and I wish that nice young nobleman was here 
to see. He'd like to take the full of his eye out 
of ye ! Well, you'll have him to ride with you 
to-morrow and don't you be hard-hearted and 
foolish." 

" Do you think I would trust myself to ride 
with poor Mr. St. Maur ? Why I should have 
to take care of him! No, I'll ride with Mr. 
North or my brother, and Mr. St. Maur may 
come too, if " 

" Auntie, Mr. North is ready and your horse is 
there, too ! " shouted Jimmy. " Come along ; I 
want to see how you'll get up. Dolly has made 
Mr. North lift her up into the saddle." 

And Madeleine went away downstairs, leav- 
ing her sentence unfinished. 

" Oh, auntie, isn't it lovely being up here ! " 
cried Dolly from her proud elevation. 

"Well, dear, you shall often have a ride." 

North, however, cut short Dolly's rapture by 
jumping her down and began his instructions at 
once. " Put your foot in my hand, please ; hold 
the pommel there. Oh, I see you know how to 
mount." 

" I generally mounted without assistance ! 
There, I am all right, now," and she stroked 
Hazel's neck, the intelligent animal seeming to 
know her touch. North swung himself into the 
saddle. He rode a powerful horse of Erie's, as 
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he thought his own needed rest after twenty 
nules up hUl and down dale that morning. 

"You sit pretty straight. Is your stirrup 
leather all right? Hold your reins slacker. 
He'll go more gently, if he is not held in. I 
don't think you have forgotten how to ride. 
We'll take up Erie at the stables." 

" How enchanting it is to feel the movement 
of a dear horse under one. I am rather a cow- 
ard, but I shall be quite happy on Hazel. I 
wonder how John will like me ! " 

" He'll be an extraordinary fellow, if he does 
not," said North in a low tone, as if to himself. 

" Good-by ; don't tumble off ! " cried Jimmy. 
" Don't you think yourself a swell ! " 

" Don't tire Hazel too much," screamed Dolly. 

" Success to you, me darlin'," called Mrs. Sut- 
ton from an upper window. Madeleine looked 
up, kissed her hand and they set out. 

Erie was unusually talkative ; already at that 
distant date thoughtful men fancied they saw 
breakers ahead, and though individually Boer 
and English were often on very friendly terms, 
suspicion and aversion were developing between 
these differing nationalities. 

Madeleine rode silently beside North, listen- 
ing with interest to the conversation, and mark- 
ing the strong attachment her brother had 
developed toward his South African home. 

"When I came out here/' he said^ '^I was 
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beaten down by trouble and grief and disappoint- 
ment, but here I found peace and hope, and an 
outlook for my children. I never wish to leave 
the place again. To my mind, there is no home 
to be compared to one that overlooks your own 
land. My boy will probably grow up with the 
same feeling, and be, I hope, a useful citizen of 
the new empire which is growing before our 
eyes, though we may have to fight for it yet." 

North listened attentively to all his host said, 
but all the time Madeleine felt that his watchful 
eyes never left her, that he was on the lookout 
for any false step of her horse, every negligence 
on her own part of reins or seat, and he fre- 
quently corrected an error in the management 
of her steed. " How nice and kind he is," she 
thought, " but, why, why has he hidden himself 
away in this wild, silent land? Shall I ever 
dare tell him I remember him well? No! it 
would be bold, intrusive, ill-bred ! I wish he 
would understand without words that I recog- 
nize him and confide in me, but that is not likely. 
What could have induced him to leave every- 
thing that was delightful, all the people who 
must have been fond of him, and bury himself 
among wild beasts and savages I He could not 
have done anything wrong, anything to be 
ashamed of ! Of course, he does not know me ! 
How could he, I was such a little girl when we 
met? I don't think he knew that I had any 
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name but ^ Sissy,' or what Kitty was called be- 
fore she was Mrs. Merrick. Then, he never saw 
John — why, John was not married then! I 
wonder what John would say if he knew Mr. 
North and Geoffrey Lisle were the same. John 
was so taken up about his own wedding then he 
scarcely noticed what grief every one was in about 
Mr. Lisle. I wonder if he can be happy in this 
lonely sort of life I " And unconsciously she 
turned her dark blue eyes upon him thoughtfully, 
searchingly, till her gaze drew his and then her 
cheek flushed for a moment, distressed by a fear 
of seeming bold and inquisitive. 

Presently North pulled up and the others also 
drew rein. 

^^Miss Erie has gone far enough," he said. 
"She will have done nearly ten miles by the 
time we have reached home." 

" Well, yes ! I dare say ! I must press on, or 
it will be dark before I reach Kirktown. I don't 
think you'll see me before midnight. Good-by 
for the present." 

North and Madeleine turned their horses' 
heads and walked leisurely homeward for a few 
paces in silence, which was broken by Madeleine. 

" What a nice, easy mouth my pretty Hazel 
has ; I really must say thank you once more for 
the great pleasure you have given me. Why, I 
should not even like to go back to England be- 
cause I could not take Hazel with me." 
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" England/' repeated North, coming closer to 
her, " are you likely to go back to England ? " 

" It is not very probable, but it is not impossi- 
ble ; I might one day go and live with my sister 
there." 

^' You would be glad to leave this uncivilized 
country ? " 

" It is very lovely I " looking round her, " and 
it pleases me to see my brother so contented 
here ; but I love my sister, she has always been 
so good and thoughtful for me. Yes, I should 
prefer Uving somewhere in England." 

There was a short silence, then Korth 
recommenced. 

" Put a little more life into your grasp of the 
reins, never let your horse go to sleep ; you can 
never get all the pleasure, nor all the work you 
might out of a horse unless you understand each 
other, and feel with each other. There is quite 
as much variety of character in horses as 
in men." 

^^ I can believe that ! You, beautiful Hazel, I 
B,m going to love you very much." 

"TeU me!" resumed North, after a brief 
pause. ^^What did you want to ask me just 
now ? " 

" Ask you ? When ? " 

*' Just before Erie left us. I could not mis- 
understand your eyes. You are too candid to 

ly no." 
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Madeleine laughed a slightly embarrassed 
laugh, to cover her surprise and confusion. 

" Do you mean to flatter my eyes ? " She had 
a decided spice of coquetry, which, when she was 
happy and with those whom she felt very friendly, 
showed itself plainly enough. 

" No ! eyes need not be beautiful in shape or 
color to be expressive. Thank you for allowing 
so much to my poor eyes." 

" Oh ! if you do not like to utter your question 
' speak to me only with thine eyes ' you may tell 
me yet." 

"Perhaps," she stopped abruptly, seeing she 
had betrayed herself. 

"Yes, you confess you wished to ask m^ 
something." 

" Did the elephants teach you these subtletiei^ 
of cross-examination ? " she asked, saucily. 

" I have lived in lands where elephants 
were not." 

" Oh ! yes, I know," cried Madeleine un — 
guardedly. 

" How do you know ? " he asked. 

" Any one, every one, could see you were not> 
born and brought up in South Africa." 

" I suppose so. Tell me, is not your stirrup »- 
little bit too short ? " 

" Perhaps it is." 

" Why did you not say so before I " and Nortkx 
dismounted, slinging his reins over his left ana ; 
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he proceeded to let down her stirrup leather, 
looking up as he arranged her skirt into the fair 
face bent toward him ; he could not help thinking, 
" What lovely eyes. What sweet, tempting lips, 
but I'd cut my throat rather than offend her, 
though I begin to think she is only amusing her- 
self ; glad she isn't all angel." 

He was in the saddle again. 

^^Here is a nice bit of veldt; let us have a 
canter, but no, do not let me tire you." 

^' I assure you I am neither sugar nor salt." 

'^ I am inclined to think you have a little 
of both." 

It was a delightful brisk, bright afternoon at 
the beginning of the dry, cold season and every- 
thing seemed couleur de rose to Madeleine. She 
was feeling more and more at home on horse- 
back, more and more at ease with her com- 
panion. 

" It seems very strange to a wild man of the 
woods like myself to be escorting a young lady 
on horseback. It is many a long year since I 
cantered by the side of a fair companion." 

" I suppose so," said Madeleine, sympathetically. 

" The last time I rode with my sister," con- 
tinued North, " we had a scamper over a wide 
moor near — " he stopped short. 

" She must miss you very much." 

North laughed harshly. " She has consoled 
herself long before this," he returned. 
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'^ Perhaps she has wept for you as gone out of 
her life forever," said Madeleine softly and 
gravely. 

North turned and looked at her as if startled, 
as if he would read her thoughts. 

" How do you know that we do not correspond ? " 

'^ Your tone did not suggest the idea," she said, 
perceiving all her words admitted. 

"Ahl" exclaimed North in a lighter tone. 
" I see you think me a ne'er do well, a family 
failure, exiled for his sins." 

" Indeed, indeed, I do not," earnestly. 

'^ That's because you are of the sort that think 
no evil," said North. "Come, let us have an- 
other canter. I will not spoil this happiest gleam 
of * the light of other days ' I have had for — I 
will not say how many years, with solemn or 
bitter talk. Your lips are formed to say pleasant 
things only." 

The delightful ride came to an end all too soon ; 
both North and his attractive pupil felt at its 
conclusion that they had plunged deep into an 
ocean of intimacy which might authorize them 
to speak to each other of their deepest, most 
sacred thoughts, and though this impression 
faded a little when with others, it never quite 
left them, and produced a stronger effect on 
North than on his companion. 

"Sure I've only just got them children to 
bed I " cried Mrs. Sutton, coming to the door 
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when they reached the house. "They've been 
tormenting the life out of me to sit up and see 
auntie come in. Are ye dead beat, me darlin' ? " 

" No, by no means. Just a little stiff about 
the shoulders. I have not quite forgotten how to 
ride. Oh, I am so hungry." 

" Come along, then, your supper is ready." 

" Sure you are not tired ? " asked North 
earnestly. 

" No ; no, indeed." 

How delightful an evening closed this happy 
day may be imagined. Erie absent, for as not 
unfrequently happened he did not return, and at 
twelve o'clock Mrs. Sutton always shut up the house 
and went to bed if he had not arrived. Made- 
leine was perfectly natural and at ease. North 
told them some hunting stories, showing their 
droll sides. Then Mrs. Sutton begged for a song, 
which Madeleine gave frankly and unaffectedly. 
She had had but little training, but her voice 
was sweet and naturally sympathetic, and to 
J!forth it seemed heavenly to sit there in a dusky 
corner watching her unobserved and listening to 
lier voice, which to his ear was full of love and 
tenderness. 

" Grood-night," he said, when Mrs. Sutton de- 
clared she would not let Madeleine sit up an- 
other minute, and began to put books and work 
away. 

" I feel as if I were in some enchanted castle ; 
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as if I had known you before ; as if we had met 
in some other world." 

"Do you?" said Madeleine gravely, as she 
gave him her hand. " I am quite sure of it 
Good-night." 

" She spoke with conviction," thought North, 
looking after her. " What is she going to cost 
me?" 



CHAPTER X 

Next morning the weather had changed, the 
wind had chopped round to the southwest and 
blew in strong warm gusts, driving away heavy 
dark clouds before it. Every one foretold a 
thunderstorm, and Mrs. Sutton insisted on the 
children keeping in the house, as these storms 
gather and burst with extraordinary suddenness 
in South Africa. Their lessons were, therefore, 
much disturbed, especially as North requested to 
be allowed to join them, for he had not been to 
school for so long. 

This was delightful diversion, and lessons be- 
came a first-rate game, but Madeleine, suddenly 
remembering her brother's stem view of disci- 
pline, as enforced by others than himself, begged 
North to leave them, for she hoped John would 
return in time to escape the deluge which would 
be sure to follow. Her earnestness on the sub- 
ject gave North a glimpse of the inner life of 
Bavenscleugh. 

" Do you go through this sort of thing every 
morning ? " he asked. 

" No, not exactly. They are extra troublesome 
to<lay because you are here." 

" What an awful nuisance for you 1 " 

166 
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" No ; not on the whole ; sometimes they are 
yery nice and interesting, especially Dolly." 

'^ That's because she is more of a sneak than I 
am," said Jim. 

" You are a rude, unkind boy," cried Dolly, 
" and ought to be with niggers." 

" Don't notice them, Mr. North ; just leave us 
to fight our way to tranquility." 

" I obey," he returned, and left the " voor-huis," 
where Madeleine's remonstrances at length re- 
stored peace. 

A few minutes after large drops began to fall 
and then to her relief she saw her brother coming 
up the road from the stables with swift strides. 
She ran to meet him. 

" You are just in time, John," she exclaimed. 
" It is going to be a bad storm." 

" Yes, I fancy so ! All right, my bairnies ! " 
to the children who clung around him. " Had 
you a nice ride, eh, Madeleine ? Very stiff ? No ! 
He's a capital lady's horse, that new acquisition 
of yours. I hope North has not taken himself 
oflf yet." 

"No, he is somewhere about." 

" He has been playing with us, dad," cried Jim. 

" High jinks, eh ? " said Erie, who seemed in 
excellent humor and rather preoccupied. 

" I think he is writing in the dining-room," 
said Madeleine. 

Her brother went away to find him, ordering 
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the ohildren to stay where they were and finish 
their lessons. These, however, were soon inter- 
rupted by a terrific crash over their heads, so 
sudden, so appalling that Madeleine and her 
pupils flew into the next room with that instinc- 
tive impulse to seek protection in the presence of 
one's fellow-creatures so natural in moments of 
extreme fear. John Erie immediately lifted 
Dolly on his knee and Jimmy leaned against his 
shoulder, while North rose and placed a chair for 
Madeleine. Mrs. Sutton came in at another 
door, and untying her apron, wrapped it round 
her head. 

" Oood Lord, deliver us ! " she exclaimed, her 
voice sounding strangely muffled. " It's like the 
day of judgment." 

Madeleine sat quite still, her elbows on the 
table and her face hidden in her hands, listening 
to the deep " hush " which had fallen on all within 
and without. 

" Oh, father, isn't it awful ? " said Dolly in a 
loud whisper. 

"Hide your eyes against me! It will soon 
pass, my dearie." 

The light had almost disappeared under the 
dark clouds, piled up by a low moaning wind. 
Monstrous raindrops began to fall, another volley 
from heaven's artillery rattled out, this time ac- 
companied by a succession of blinding flashes, 
steely deadly blue, sending a ghastly glare through 
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the room and showing North that Madeleine was 
trembling. 

"You are dreadfully frightened," he said 
kindly in a low tone as he drew his chair nearer 
to her. " God preserve us ! " ejaculated Mrs. Sut- 
ton. " For thunder and lightning this country 
bang Banagher." 

"It is dreadful," murmured Madeleine, and 
unconsciously she laid a very cold, tremulous 
little hand on North's, " and people are killed by 
lightning sometimes." She did not heed that he 
took her hand into a gentle warm grasp, for 
another and another dazzling zigzag of forked 
lightning, and roar after roar of deafening 
thunder followed. Madeleine swiftly withdrew 
her hand to cover her eyes more completely and 
then began to hope the storm was beginning to 
move eastward. The rain fell in sheets and 
swept in a small torrent down the slope of the 
road toward a stream which ran round the 
meadows below the house. 

" It is comparatively safe when the rain falls so 
heavily," said North reassuringly. " It is grow- 
ing lighter already." 

In fact the storm passed quickly away, though 
the rain continued to pour heavily for some time, 
but the blessed light grew brighter, the air grew 
clearer. Soon they were able to open the win- 
dows and let in the air, fragrant with the wet 
sweetness of grass and flowers and shrubs. 
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" The Lord be praised," ejaculated Mrs. Sutton. 
" Sure life isn't worth having when you're fright- 
ened to death every two or three days as you are 
in this God-forgotten country." 

Mrs. Sutton's wrath was always excited by her 
resentment against the cause of her terror. To 
be frightened, humiliated her in her own eyes, for 
she rather posed as a woman of strong nerve and 
great experience. 

" An' how is it you sit as still as a mouse with- 
out speaking a word, Madeleine, me jewel ? Sure, 
it would ease your heart to give a bit of a scream 
or say a mouthful of prayers ! " 

"Prayers! But they can be breathed si- 
lently, and I ought not to worry people with my 
cowardice 1 " 

" That's all very well, but I cannot hold my 
tongue ! " 

" There, now, Dolly ! It's all over. Look up, 
my dearie ; run away with Madeleine and have 
your hair put tidy ; we'll have dinner soon." 

" Yes, come dear," said Madeleine, taking her 
hand, and they disappeared together. 

Erie still sat where he was ; North rose and 
leaned out of the window, enjoying the sweet 
fresh air. 

"If those fellows are coming down here by 
Bladen's poort to-day, they'll get a proper drench- 
ing," said Erie. 

" They certainly will I Their plan was to leave 
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the wagon and Mactier at the far side of the 
poort and so avoid the worst bit of the road, and 
let Mactier do some trading with the Lakaharis, 
who have a camp up there ; and they, (St. Maur 
and Forrester) were to ride on here after break- 
fast. St. Maur thought he'd die if he moved a 
step further without a long night's rest. He's a 
queer fellow and gets sick of everything. If any 
sort of exhibition took his fancy he'd up and 
away as fresh as a lark. He is by no means 
' all there,' but he has pluck, and he's straight 
enough." 

^^ He may stay here as long as he likes," said 
Erie thoughtfully. " I can't forget what a good 
friend I had in his father. He did his best to 
keep me on the farm. I think if he had lived I 
might have pulled through, but my lady, the 
countess, was as hard as nails, and put up the 
young earl to raise the rent; then the bank 
broke, and I had to give up. It was like tearing 
my heart out to leave the old place! I never 
thought I'd take to another as I have done to 
this. Anyway, I'll help this young St. Maur all 
I can. He has a look of his father, only the late 
lord was no fool! That Forrester is a sharp, 
shrewd chap ; I like a ' crack ' with him, he can 
put you up to a thing or two. He wants to see 
a regular Boer farm, and I'll take both of them 
over to Dyason's. It's a good specimen, and our 
people have been speaking too contemptuously of 
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the Boers lately. You don't want to go away 
soon, do you, North ? " 

" Not yet awhile." 

" I'd be glad if you could stay a while. I may 
be obliged to go as far as Durban, and I hardly 
like to leave the women and children alone here ! 
I miss poor old Sykes more and more ! I feel I 
cannot manage this land all by myself. Why don't 
you give up your wild sports and settle down to 
be my partner ? You've had enough hairbreadth 
'scapes, hey ? " 

North did not reply at once. 

" I might do much worse," he said, reflectively. 
" But I would rather say nothing now, for it may 
be that I shall feel obliged to visit England." 

He rose, took a turn or two, then resumed his 
seat and started a different subject. 

But the same current of thought continued to 
flow through the brain of both men, and after 
the midday dinner was over they went out to- 
gether to roam round the fields, to examine the 
oxen and sheep and horses. In fact, they prac- 
tically took stock of the farm, and found endless 
subjects for discussion in the rural riches about 
them. In the stables they found Dolly and 
Madeleine ; the former had a skirt of her young 
auntie's tied round her and was waiting to mount 
Hazel, when Ghamba, the KafBr groom, had 
saddled him. 

'* Qoing to ride, Dolly ? " asked North. 
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" Oh, yes, I shall enjoy riding ; Hazel is such a 
dear ! " 

" Be sure you keep alongside," said Erie to the 
Kaffir. 

" Let me go with them," said North ; " I'll give 
Miss Doll a lesson." 

" Do ! if you don't care to come in and have a 
smoke." So North took charge of the equestrians 
and a very happy hour or two flew past for all 
three. 

They rambled away down to the drift on the 
Kirktown and watched the flooded stream over- 
flowing its rocky banks after the torrents of rain 
which had fallen, and Dolly described the wicked 
river fairy or fiend, who caught the feet of those 
who strove to cross and pulled them down to 
death. 

" Dolly loves fairy tales even when they are 
grim and ghastly," said Madeleine ; " the native 
servants tell her a good many." 

" It is curious," said North, " that the super- 
stitions of savages are always gloomy or mon- 
strous or both. There are no sunny, kindly no- 
tions of friendly fairies or benign beings who are 
ready to help poor, suffering humanity." 

" Their thunder and lightning is terrific 
enough to suggest malignant power above and 
around," she returned. 

" Ah ! I suspect you were very much scared 
this morning." 
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" Yes, I always feel that death is very near me 
when that dazzling, steely blue lightning flashes 
in the fierce forked fashion it did to-day. It may 
be foolishy but Mr. North, lightning does kill 
sometimes." 

"No doubt." 

" Well, I love life, and I envied little Doll hav- 
ing a kind father's shoulder to hide her face 
against, a piece of childishness in a grown, re- 
sponsible woman." 

" A natural feeling, not to be ashamed of," re- 
turned North, with a smile-caressing glance 
which recalled the boyish Geoffrey Lisle she had 
known and worshipped in her childish days. 

" Can we cross over ? " asked Dolly. 

" No, by no means, my little sweetheart ; why 
the tikolosche (water fiend) would catch you be- 
fore Hazel's fetlocks were in the water. Come 
away, let us go round by the steinbok's kloof. 
Hazel will pick his way all right through the 
rocks." 

Kloof is a narrow dell or chasm. 

The steinbok's kloof was a sort of gash across 
the slope of the kopje on the further side from 
the house. The slope immediately behind it was 
gentle, green and smiling, a delightful back- 
ground for a home picture, while the other was 
rough with scattered boulders, and much more 
sudden in its descent. Across this slope was a 
crack or chasm which formed a kind of dell nar- 
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rowing to the bottom, down which trickled a 
streamlet from a spring which bubbled up with 
some force at the head of the chasm. Along its 
sides solemn, curiously shaped rocks stood up 
from the cushions of moss and luxuriant leafage, 
amid which they were imbedded, while every 
clink and ledge, every corner and shallow cavern 
among the rocks against which the streamlet 
chafed and murmured, was crowded with rare 
ferns and lovely delicate heaths wet with the 
spray of little waterfalls and rapids over which 
the broadening brook took its course. 

This little paradise had, however, been some- 
what bruised and beaten by the cruel force of the 
storm and hundreds of arum lilies lay prostrate 
in their pale beauty on grass and rocks. 

" Do not let us go up," said Madeleine as they 
paused at the lower end, which opened upon a 
stretch of flat pasture land, " it will be slippery 
toward the top, and Hazel might break his knees. 
Besides I hate to see my fairy dell all disfigured 
as though it had been in a tearing passion and 
then a flood of tears ! I will not come back until 
*my beauty' has recovered herself. Then we 
will have tea one evening, Mr. North, if you will 
stay." 

" I dare say you know very well I would stay 
if queen, lords and commons waited for me," 
he replied, half in jest, but with a dash of earnest' 
ness. 
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" Oh, I am so glad," cried Dolly, " for I do love 
you, Mr. Elephant Smasher." 

"Thank you, my little sweetheart. Do you 
know I am very proud to think that two very 
delightful little sweethearts professed the same 
degree of affection for me — one a long, long time 
ago, and now my dear little Dolly." 

" Very long ago ? " asked Madeleine. 

" Yes, long, long years past." 

" Perhaps in that other world where it is pos- 
sible we may have met?" she said with an arch 
glance and a delicious blush. North looked at 
her with a steady, questioning gaze. " I some- 
times think you are a witch in more senses than 
one," he said in a low tone. 

" Alas, no ! I am an everyday nobody. Come, 
Dolly, let us go back by the smithy to the stables ; 
the dark will soon be on us. Father likes you to 
be at home when he comes to supper." 

The rest of their way the conversation was 
chiefly supported by Dolly ; she in her turn was 
quenched by Jim, who sprang upon them from 
some corner of the farmyard where he loved to 
play (he called it work) with Ghamba and Num- 
jala, two KafBrs, chiefly employed about the oxen 
and horses. 

Having seen Hazel rubbed down and his prov- 
ender given out, Madeleine and the children re- 
turned to the house and Dolly being in high good 
humor permitted her auntie to brush and plait 
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her long fair hair in two thick tails in the 
Gretchen style, after which Madeleine and Mrs. 
Sutton began to set out supper. 

The latter had just said : '^ There's no use in 
putting on that saddle of steinbok for Mr. St. 
Maur and the other will not be here to-night I 
It will be hard work traveling the way they are 
coming ; why every little river and drift will be 
flooded after the storm, besides they'd have been 
here before if " 

She stopped short, for a confused sound of a 
horse's feet and loud greetings caught her ear. 

" Ah ! then here they are after all," she cried. 
" Narry, come here, bring more knives and forks 
and plates and the bok meat. Now do not run 
oflf to gape at the company, they don't want you, 
and I do." 

In a few minutes Mr. Earl ushered in St 
Maur and Forrester, who showed symptoms of 
rough travel and drenching rain. 

"Well and sure you're heartily welcome," 
cried Mrs. Sutton, cordially. " I was just saying 
to Miss Madeleine that I didn't know how you'd 
ever get along with the streams streaming and the 
drifts full of stones sweeping here and there I " 

" My dear madam ! " exclaimed Tom St. Maur, 
" the very sight of you revives my spirits and 
suggests all sorts of delightful things: dry gar-* 
ments, a comfortable room — a weU-cooked din- 
ner." 
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" Oh ! will you tell the fellow who rode with 
us to take the bag and the valise he carried, up 
to the rooms we are to occupy, if you please ! " 
said Forrester looking over his shoulder as he 
stood beside his host. " It was a horrible jour- 
ney," he continued. "By Jove, I thought the 
day of judgment had come ! " 

" And I have caught a most infernal cold in 
my head," added St. Maur, blowing his nose rue- 
fully. 

" Narry ! " called Mrs. Sutton with dignity. 
"Tell the gentleman's valet to take his duds up 
to the big front room ; we haven't numbered them, 
so it isn't quite the Ravenscleugh hotel yet. 
Come, Mr. St. Maur, I'll show you your way and 
send you up a big can of hot water." 

" But where, where is Miss Erie ? " asked St. 
Maur, looking round in a dismayed fashion. 
" She has not yet returned to the haunts of civi- 
lization, I hope ? " 

Though he made no inquiries, Forrester's eyes 
glanced at the door with some eagerness. 

" Miss Erie was here a minute or two before 
you came in. Come in, Mr. St. Maur," replied 
Mrs. Sutton. "Narry, take Mr. Forrester up- 
stairs." 

" I'll show you your way myself," said Erie. 

Some little time after, renovated and refreshed, 
the travelers and the rest of the family assembled 
in the dining-room. A wood fire glowed and 
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orackled in the grate, a large lamp and some 
candles diffused a pleasant light over the abund- 
antly spread table, and Madeleine thought how 
bright and cheerful everything looked, and that 
life after all was very pleasant, even though you 
belonged to no one, and were of small import- 
ance in any one^s eyes. 

St. Maur greeted the host's graceful sister 
effusively, Forrester with marked and deferential 
politeness, and as the guests moved to take their 
seats she could not help saying, ^' Do sit beside 
me ! " as plain as eyes could speak as she fancied 
St. Maur was making his way to the next seat 
Forrester caught the look and imagined it was 
directed against himself. Korth swiftly slid into 
the coveted place saying amiably, "You had 
better keep near the fire, St. Maur ; we are just 
feeling the first chills of autumn." While Jim 
with a bound pounced on the chair between Mrs. 
Sutton and his aunt. 

" Damn him 1 " thought Forrester, his dark 
brows meeting in a sudden frown which he im- 
mediately chased away. " Everything comes to 
him, no matter how he throws away his chances." 

But every one was seated and all gave undi- 
vided attention to the good things before them 
until the keen edge of appetite being somewhat 
blunted, conversation began to flow, and St. Maor 
described their various sufferings, since they had 
left the haven which they had now regained* 



A Misaiiig Hero 179 

" If 1 had not exercised some wholesome re- 
straint over him, I fancy St. Maur would have 
broken loose and flown back to this paradise, 
Miss Erie, the day after we left it," said For- 
rester, watching her changing color as he spoke, 
and noticing a certain uneasiness in the glance 
she cast toward her brother. 

" You would find living here very tame, if you 
tried it, Mr. St. Maur ! No perilous feats of dar- 
ing sportsmanship to be performed, only innocent 
harmless antelopes of various kinds to be shot." 

^^ And far better than those raging beasts who 
are not fit to eat when you have risked your life 
to kill them," returned St. Maur, ending with a 
violent sneeze. 

"God bless you, if you didn't take snuflf," 
ejaculated Mrs. Sutton piously. "Go to bed 
early, my dear sir, and I'll give you a trifle of 
hot whisky and water, that'll disperse the cold 
and warm yer heart. I'll engage you'll not 
know yourself to-morrow." 

" It seems to me," said Forrester, " that this 
place is specially calculated for a heart warming 
process." 

" May be that's the reason you need to be in it 
yourself," remarked Mrs. Sutton. 

They now rose from the table and gathered 
round the fire. 

" Your friend here has evidently extraordinary 
powers of observation," said Forrester super- 
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ciliously, addressing Madeleine, as he drew a 
chair beside her with a resolute air, though he 
almost pushed North to one side in doing so. 
That gentleman darted a quick resentful glance 
at him and then responded to Erie's question, 
who'll try a " rubber " by a ready " I will and 
you, Mr. St. Maur ? " 

"Oh, I'm never very keen about cards and 
to-day I am so stupefied with this atrocious cold 
that I should not know a heart from a diamond. 
I'll just look at The Cape Tim^s over the fire 
here." 

Forrester listened with a species of bitter sat- 
isfaction. He would amuse himself by looking 
into Madeleine Erle^s eyes, and watching the 
play of her pretty mouth while he punished her 
by compelling her to talk to him, for her evident 
preference of North. He reckoned without his 
host, however, for Madeleine was far too well- 
bred to show anything but polite attention to a 
guest of her brother. 

Forrester could talk verv well, better than 
many a deeper, sounder thinker, and Madeleine 
found herself enjoying his home news and a de- 
scription of a new singer who had made her d^ 
but in London just before Forrester had started 
for South Africa ; then they wandered to books, 
and Madeleine asked him how he was going oa 
with his own literary labors. "Rather better 
than I hoped ! " he said. " Of course exceptional 
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sport, snch as we pursue, supplies excellent ma- 
terial. Shall I read you a chapter some day ? " 

" Oh, yes ! pray do, I shall be greatly interested." 

"Certainly I will. I will give you the de- 
scription of our first meeting with yourself." 

" No, no, that would be too trying ! " cried 
Madeleine, laughing. 

" That part is all mine," said St. Maur, sud- 
denly rising up. " I mean I told Forrester what 
to say. Of course it's his business to write it, for 
he's my secretary, but I tell him what to put 
down. The fact is spelling is rather a difficulty 
to me ; lots of clever fellows can't spell c-a-t." 

" Not being a clever fellow I fortunately can 
manage that mere mechanical accomplishment," 
said Forrester, insolently. 

" What a wonderful work such a combination 
will produce," returned Madeleine with a laugh- 
ing glance at Forrester, which took the sting 
from his mood. " I think I should like to read 
the manuscript myself, for perhaps Mr. For- 
rester, you are an improvisatore, as well as secre- 
tary." Here a young Boer neighbor came in to 
beg hospitality for the night, his horse having 
lost a shoe, and Erie welcomed him heartily. 

"I understand your insinuation, Miss Erie. 
Perhaps I might attempt improvising in that 
particular passage, only I should do so for you 
only, if you would grant me a private audience." 

''That would be selfish. The others would 
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enjoy your book also ; Mrs. Sutton dearly loves 
to be read aloud to." 

" She's a bit of a coquette, I believe," Forres- 
ter thought. " She is as ready to flirt with me as 
with that rugged fellow, North. I'll see if I can- 
not cut him out. She is the most taking, kissable 
girl I have seen for many a day." 

" I don't care who sees what I have written 
about our first meeting. Miss Erie," the Honor- 
able Tom was saying, when Forrester next for- 
got himself. " That is, if Forrester put it down 
all right, but I fancy somehow he likes his own 
words best." 

" You ought to write as well as dictate, Mr. 
St. Maur, then Mr. Forrester might go over the 
pages and correct the spelling." 

" What have I done, Miss Erie, that you should 
turn my flank with such a proposition ? " 

Here St. Maur opened his lips with the inten- 
tion of uttering an eloquent protest when he was 
seized with a violent fit of sneezing. 

" Sure he'll break a blood vessel if he goes on 
like that," exclaimed Mrs. Sutton, turning to 
throw a compassionate glance at him. " Hadn't 
you better come away to your bed, Mr. St. Maur, 
and I'll give you something hot and strong just 
to break the neck of the cold." 

" Do, dear boy," exclaimed Forrester, with 
mock sympathy, " and the good lady will tack 
you up herself." 
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" Faith I will so,'* said Mrs. Sutton defiantly. 

" Oh 1 we all know you are deuced clever, For- 
rester, and not cursed with a tendency to take 
cold, so can laugh at unlucky chaps like me, but 
I can tell you I am uncommon glad to find any 
lady so kind and thoughtful for a poor devil as 
Mrs. Sutton, and I'll not forget it, either," said 
St. Maur at such intervals as his fitful sneezes 
permitted. Mrs. Sutton gave a little triumphant 
nod at Forrester, whereupon Madeleine laughed 
merrily and he echoed her mirth, till Erie looked 
up suddenly and gravely, saying : 

" Madeleine, Dolly is up still." 

" Yes, I know, John. I promised she should 
finish a cloak for Matilda Jane before she went 
to bed. How are you getting on, dear?" and 
Madeleine went over to a corner where Dolly 
sat at a low table with a candle all to herself and 
a large workbasket. 

" Oh ! I have very nearly finished, auntie ; just 
a few minutes, please." 

"Come, nowl Father wishes you to go to 
bed. See, I will sit by you when you are in and 
put in the last stitches, and to-morrow you can 
take Matilda Jane out walking." 

" Oh, thank you. That will do nicely." 

So Dolly went round solemnly to say good- 
night, while Madeleine put out the candle, gath- 
ered up the basket and the work and went away 
with her little niece. 
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Forrester took Mrs. Sutton's card and in a con- 
siderably improved humor settled down to a pro- 
longed rubber. He looked forward to mortify- 
ing North by cutting him out of Madeleine's 
good graces. He should find he couldn't have 
his own way in everything. A strange feeling 
that he would rather crush out the young life of 
the fair girl whose penetrating yet indefinable 
charm stirred his blood so powerfully than see 
her won by the man he chose to consider a bitter 
foe. 



CHAPTER XI 

This was the beginning of a somewhat trou- 
bled time for Madeleine. 

The presence of two admirers in the house at 
the same time was exceedingly troublesome, es- 
pecially as neither took much care to conceal his 
anxiety to engross her attention. 

The man whose society gave her real pleasure 
kept rather aloof, yet she felt conscious that he 
was keenly alive to all that was going on and 
often came to her assistance, so opportunely that 
she could not doubt he had watched for the 
chance. 

Madeleine would have taken very little heed 
of these demonstrations, for she knew her own 
mind, and though ready to be pleasant, courteous, 
even friendly with her brother's guests, was not 
inclined to be flattered or flustered by the atten- 
tion of men to whom she was absolutely indiffer- 
ent. What really disturbed her was that she 
divined in some inexplicable way that she was 
out of favor with her brother. He rarely or 
ever said anything distinctly unkind, but he 
studiously overlooked her, replying as briefly as 
possible to any question she addressed to him di- 
rectly. 

185 
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Madeleine puzzled over this by the hour, ex- 
amining her conduct for the last two or three 
weeks by the light of memory with infinite 
severity, and her conscience had not a single 
charge to bring against her ; never had she been 
more devoted to Jim and Dolly, who rewarded 
her with assurances that she was that fidgety 
and particular " they didn't know her.'' Worse 
than all, she found herself obliged to mount 
Hazel, that delightful, almost sacred animal, and 
go away for a long ride with Forrester, who di- 
versified the excursion by many remarks deroga- 
tory to that admirable steed which Madeleine's 
mother wit enabled her to parry without yield- 
ing to the aggressor or irritating him into resent- 
ment. 

" He is pleasant and polite and seems to know 
everything, yet there is a spiteful thread running 
through his mind that I cannot quite make out," 
thought Madeleine, as they approached John 
Erie's broad domain after a long round by veldt 
and kloof, returning by the ford. 

" If I had her to myself for a week or two, 
North would be no where. She listens to my 
anecdotes and sentimentalities as if they were 
gospel truth. What a sweet, soft, harmless baby 
it is ! Just the sort of woman to make life a 
heaven of sugar candy," reflected Forrester, gaz- 
ing at her in a way that annoyed Madeleine as 
she thought, unreasonably. 
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" Where is Mr. North ? " she asked presently. 
" He went away before breakfast ? " 

^' I have no notion. North can shut his mouth 
uncommonly close if it suits him, in spite of his 
frank, outspoken manner. A man with a secret 
must be always on his guard." 

" Has Mr. North a secret ? " 

" I am pretty sure he has. I wonder you do 
not perceive it yourself, little as you have seen 
of life. He never mentions any place except 
Africa ; any acquaintances save colonists, and yet 
he bears the stamp of the ' upper ten ' most dis- 
tinctly. Do you believe an Africander born and 
bred ever had a voicQ and accent like his ? " 

" Perhaps not ! Both are certainly very pleas- 
ant." 

" I am glad you think so ! To my ear there's 
an insolent tone of command about his voice 
that sets my back up. It always sounds as if he 
spoke to inferiors." 

« Not to me ! " 

"Oh, he speaks in gentle, if not tender, ac- 
cents, to such a being as you." 

Madeleine laughed and bent forward to stroke 
her horse's neck. "Ami important enough to 
be treated as a being ? " she said. " Well, I con- 
fess I like Mr. North very much. I feel grateful 
to him also." 

"Grateful? Why!" 

" Because he gave me this dear horse." 
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" Ah, have you a grateful nature? It will give 
you a great deal of trouble. Suppose a man 
gave you his whole heart, what would you feel 
for him in return ? " 

" Profound and joyful gratitude, if I liked him, 
and infinite regret and sympathy if I did not." 

"That's the usual formula by which women 
translate indifference. Well, Miss Erie, I hope 
you will not bestow your * joyful gratitude ' on 
North, for it seems to me evident that he must 
have made England too hot to hold him, or he 
would not be in this wilderness wasting the best 
years of his life shooting big game and making a 
scanty living by the sale of .their spoils, with no 
higher ambition than to be called ' Elephant 
Smasher ' by a lot of savages." 

" Poor Mr. North ! What has he done to make 
you dislike him so much ? " 

Madeleine compelled herself to say this tran- 
quilly, smilingly, and produced the effect she 
wished. 

" Dislike him I " cried Forrester, angry with 
himself for having shown his hand so plainly. 
" I do not dislike him. He is a total stranger to 
me, but I confess I do not think him a particu- 
larly safe companion for a young, charming, in- 
nocent creature like yourself, and so try to open 
your eyes a little." 

" And you have succeeded," this in a tone that 
puzzled Forrester. "You are very good," she 
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continued gently. " Indeed you are all wonder- 
fully good to me. I suppose it is pleasant to 
meet a white woman in these wilds who can 
speak tolerable English and eat decently, but I 
am much obliged, all the same." 

Forrester did not reply immediately. He was 
asking himself if Erie's soft-looking sister was 
quite the baby he fancied her to be. 

" You must have ridden before North did you 
the great favor of bestowing this quadruped upon 
you," he said ; " you sit remarkably square, and, 
in short, adorn the steed that has the honor of 
carrying you." 

" What a nice speech ! I enjoy being praised 
so much. Yes, when I was quite a little girl I 
used to ride anything and everything on my 
brother's farm, but it was a good many years 
ago. At first it seemed strange to be on horse- 
back again, but I soon began to feel at home, 
however, and now there is nothing I enjoy so 
much." 

" Then will you come out to-morrow ? " 

"To-morrow? Oh, no, it is Dolly's turn to 
ride to-morrow, besides are you not going over 
to Dyason's farm ? I thought you had settled 
with young Dyason, you and Mr. St. Maur." 

" To be sure. Though I shouldn't be surprised 
if he dodged the visit at the last and stayed at 
home to keep you company." 

Madeleine laughed merrily. " What waste of 
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time. Of coarse yours may be the pen that 
writes, but we all know his is the brain that 
thinks." 

" Gad ! you are a sarcastic angel.'* 

'' I must be a fallen one, then, and that is a 
very bad compliment. Let us push on or we 
shall be late for supper, which is a terrible fault 
in my brother's eyes." 

" I fancy you are rather in awe of Erie. He 
is rather formidable," said Forrester, who was 
anxious to be on confidential terms with her and 
felt puzzled that in spite of her friendly, easy 
manner, a gulf he could not cross seemed to 
yawn between them. 

"People in an unknown country are apt to 
make strange mistakes. John is an unusually 
good and generous brother, but is so solid and 
thoughtful that I feel it is not becoming in me 
to treat him as a playfellow." 

"Well, he ought to be grateful to you, for 
you are quite devoted to his children. I often 
wonder at your long-suffering patience with the 
imps." 

" Why, Mr. Forrester, I thought you were de- 
voted to Dolly and Jim ! " 

" Oh, seeing them for half an hour now and 
again is a very different matter from having 
them all day long as you have." 

" Look ! " cried Madeleine ; " there is my brother. 
He is just turning down the road to the drift" 
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" Yes, it is Erie ; who has he with him ? a queer 
little fellow in a sort of Boer get up." 

" Oh, that is the doctor— Dr. Elliott." 

" I did not think any one wanted a doctor in 
these salubrious parts." 

^^ He does not practice. He is a naturalist, a 
dear little man ! He is always moving about, but 
his headquarters are at Kirktown. My brother 
says he is a kind of king there, and rather des- 
potic in his way, I believe. He was a military 
doctor, but grew so fond of collecting butterflies 
and beetles and insects that he gave up his pro- 
fession and devoted himself to all sorts of uncanny 
pursuits. He corresponds with some of the 
learned London societies and is very proud of it. 
I delight in hearing him talk sometimes when he 
is in a good humor. They see us, Mr. Forrester. 
They are waiting for us ; come on," she shook 
her reins and Hazel broke into a canter. For- 
rester spurred after and they soon joined forces. 

" Well, Miss Erie, the sight of you is good for 
sair een ! " 

" Ah, doctor, you deserve to have them sore. 
It must be three months since you came to 
see us and I have such lots of questions to ask 
you." 

" I have been just overwhelmed with work, my 
dearie," he returned, shaking hands warmly with 
her. " I have just sent off two cases of the most 
remarkable specimens that any London or any 
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other town ever received, and I not only captured 
the beauiius and preserved and classified them, 
but I made the cases — put every nail in them and 
fastened on the glass and turned them out first- 
rate. Now, I have come up to see if I can per- 
suade the grand travelers you have here to take 
them down to Cape Town in their wagon. I 
know Sandy Mactier will not object." 

" Mr. Forrester — Dr. Elliott," said John Erie. 

The doctor was from the border and had a 
strong Scotch accent. He was a great pedestrian 
and had walked over from Kirktown. He now 
established himself beside Madeleine and paid her 
many compliments on her mount and on her good 
seat. "I couldn't make out what North was 
after, hunting high and low for a lady's horse ; 
such a thing was never asked for in these parts 
before." 

" Was it not kind and good of him ? " said 
Madeleine ; " I feel rich indeed with such a beauty 
for my own ! " The doctor laughed. 

He was a small wiry man with thick iron-gray 
hair, much given to fall into his small keen dark 
eyes. His nose was of the snub order, and a 
wide mouth with a strong jaw gave character to 
his face. He was thin to leanness and with his 
abundant locks and short legs looked a human 
edition of a sky terrier. " You see, North is one 
of those fellows who, when he does a thing, does 
it well. He was bom a prince, only there are 
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not many princes born his equal. Is he at Ba- 
venscleugh ? " 

" Not at this moment. He rode out this morn- 
ing, and Ghamba, who specially looks after him, 
says he is not coming back to-night. Mr. Maur 
may get a large amount of information from Dr. 
Elliott, Forrester ; few men know South Africa 
so well as he does," said Erie. 

^^ I esteem it a piece of good luck having fallen 
in with you, Dr. Elliott," said Forrester, cour- 
teously, in his best manner. " Mr. St. Maur will 
be enchanted to make your acquaintance. He is 
a simple young fellow, but much alive to the 
growing importance of this promising colony. 
He will be going into parliament soon after our 
return and might be a useful exponent of the 
wants and wishes of the Africanders." 

" Maybe so," said Elliott, " but he must bear in 
mind that there's a pretty large sprinkling of 
blackguards among them." 

Perceiving that the conversation had taken a 
turn in which she took no particular interest, 
Madeleine touched her horse with the whip and 
soon left the talkers behind, reaching home long 
before them. 

" Ghamba," she said, as she sprang from the 
saddle, " who has returned ? " 

" The big baas. He has been about and about 
all day. The piccaninnies they cling round him 
and pull his coat. He say many bad w^ords and 
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mount the bay colt and he get bad fall and go 
indoors. Missie Sutton she plaster him up ; our 
own baas he still out and Massa North not come 
back not till morrow or morrow after 1 " 

" Well, rub Hazel down carefully, Ghamba ; he 
has been a long way." 

Madeleine walked quickly to the house and 
went to Mrs. Sutton's private sitting-room or 
bureau, where she spent many hours scribbling 
calculations and adding up long rows of figures. 

" Oh, you've come back at last, and much good 
you've got out of your long round. There's that 
poor fellow, St. Maur, left all to himself — ^no one 
to do a hand's turn for him but a stupid old 
woman like myself. Sure, it wasn't civil of your 
brother's guest." 

" Oh ! grannie, dear, don't worry ! I don't 
want to ride with either Mr. Forrester or Mr. St. 
Maur ; one is stupid and the other is spiteful, but 
I must make myself fit to be seen. I really wish 
these strangers would go away. The doctor is 
coming up with John, so there is another guest 
you must provide for." 

" I don't mind him ; he is lucky 1 " said Mrs. 
Sutton, reflectively ; " and he'd as leave sleep out 
on the stoop wrapped up in his cloak — ^if there 
was a crowd — as in the bedroom. But yon are 
right, me jewel, run away and titivate. I've 
smoothed Dolly's hair and made her change her 
stockings. Where Jim is, the Lord only knows. 
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What^l you put on ? Your blue dress with my 
little Limerick lace scarf round your pretty white 
throat ? " 

" Don't try to make me conceited, grannie ! It 
is a mercy I have an unflattering brother to 
counteract all your complimentary speeches. You 
are far too good to me," and Madeleine kissed her 
hastily, but affectionately, and ran away to 
dress. 

Those were gay times in lonely Eavenscleugh, 
and dinner or supper, it might be one or the other, 
was rather noisy. St. Maur, who was out of 
humor, contradicted every one. Forrester, who 
had a smattering of most things, chose to adopt 
certain views on scientific subjects which Etr. 
Elliott considered '^damnable doctrines," and he 
was an enthusiastic partisan. Madeleine and the 
young Boer listened. 

Erie never spoke of things he did not under- 
stand, and was glad to suppress unsatisfactory 
talk by the introduction of cards, and Dr. Elliott 
was devoted to whist. The four men therefore 
sat down to a rubber. Mra. Sutton whispering to 
St. Maur that she would be back presently and 
take his hand, left the room. 

Dolly and Jim meantime had persuaded Made- 
leine to come into the " voor-huis " and play 
cards with them as it put their father out of all 
patience if they ventured to break the sacred 
silence which ought to prevail where whist is the 
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game. "Beggar my neighbor'' and "grab" 
were proceeding by no means silently in the 
"voor-huis" which may be a dining-room and 
general sitting-room or may be a separate sitting- 
room with pretensions to be a drawing-room, and 
Jim was declaring noisily that auntie and Doll 
had cheated shamefully, when the door leading 
to the hall or passage opened quietly and North 
walked in. Madeleine, who was thinking of him 
at the moment, but imagining him far away, 
started up vexed with herself, as she felt her 
cheeks burning with a sudden blush, a blush of 
keen pleasure, as she well knew, at his unex- 
pected return. 

" Mr. North ! I did not think you would come 
back to-night. Have you eaten, or " 

" Thank you, yes. That best of Samaritans, 
Mrs. Sutton, met me as I came through the 
kitchen, weary and travel-stained. She took me 
into her own den, fed me with savory meat such 
as my soul loves, and generally ministered to my 
wants." 

Looking at him, Madeleine saw that he had 
made his toilet before presenting himself in the 
"voor-huis," and it struck her that he looked 
younger and brighter than when she first saw 
him now nearly two months ago. If she had had 
any doubts as to his identity before, they would 
certainly have vanished that evening. 

The children began to clamor for a " foursome " 
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game and North, who seemed in the best of 
moods, at once agreed, " provided," he said, " you 
do not make a noise and shout out my name." 

"Very well, *Mr. Elephant Smasher,'" said 
Jim, sorting his cards with profound care. Seeing 
him thus employed. North said, in a low tone to 
Madeleine: "If St. Maur guessed the children 
and I had you all to ourselves, he would be here 
like a shot, and I have been hoping all day for 
such a chance ! " 

A swift flash of delight shot through Made- 
leine's veins at these words and the caressing 
glance which accompanied them, but she was 
not startled and did not lose hold of herself. 

"Poor Mr. St. Maur," she said. "I do not 
dislike him. " 

" No, nor I, but — we must confess he is not an 
enlivening companion. " 

" I do not know exactly. He makes me laugh 
more than any one else. He is so solemn and in 
earnest, and believes so firmly in himself." 

" Oh, he isn't a bad fellow by any means, but 
how his clear-headed, capable, resolute mother 
same to have such a son is a puzzle to mc." 

" Auntie ! I wish you would mind your cards 
sind not talk to Mr. — I mean Bula N'Zou," cried 
Dolly. 

" Pray do not speak to me, Mr. North, or I 
shall be scolded," said Madeleine laughing, glad 
to screen her preoccupation by affected fear, and 
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the game went on merrily till those culprits, 
Xorth and Madeleine, again forgot themselves in 
snatches of talk, commonplace enough, yet which 
conveyed much to both. 

" You are just as bad as auntie," cried Jim, 
the aggrieved one this time. "You ought to 
give me three for my king and you just go and 
snatch up the whole lot because you began with 
a knave. You don't seem to know what you are 
doing, Mr. Bula N'Zou ! " 

" Yes, I do, you saucy little beggar 1 I am as 
keen as you can be, but if you had ridden forty 
miles, I doubt if your attention would stand modi 
strain." 

" Forty miles ! " repeated Jim. " Have you 
been all the way to Vontcynsberg ? " 

" Yes, I have." 

" What made you go all that way ? " 

" Very particular business. And what did you 
do with yourself aU day, Miss Erie ? Did poor 
St. Maur get any innings, or did Forrester catch 
him out ? " 

" I hardly know what became of Mr. St. Maur. 
Your manager, impresario, whatever he may 
be, Mactier, came over with some suggestions 
about lions and Mr. St. Maur went with my 
brother to see where he had made a laager; 
then I went out for such a long ride with Mr. 
Forrester." 

*' Oh, indeed, he is rather amusing ? " 
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" Yes, he seems to know a little of everything. 
You have never met him before, have you ? " 

" Never to my knowledge. Was he speaking 
of me?" 

" A little. He seems to think " 

Here the door which led into the dining-room 
was poshed open and St. Maur came in with an 
impatient expression of face and his hair much 
disordered as if he had been rumpling it in some 
distress of mind. 

" Don't come in, Mr. St. Maur ! " cried Jim. 
'' Bula N'Zou said not to make a noise or you 
would be in like a shot, and we are having such 
a nice game ! " 

" Jim ! " was all Madeleine could utter. 

" Why, Jim ! You are beating me hollow, and 
I am afraid Mr. St. Maur would distract my at- 
tention, with some of his funny stories," cried 
North, not knowing what to say. 

"Oh! indeed! well, you see the house isn't 
yours or mine ! and I suppose as Mr. Erie's guest, 
I have as good a right as any one else to sit in 
any room that is a sitting-room," retorted St. 
Maur in high dudgeon. ^* Considering that I 
have been hammering at whist for the .last two 
hours waiting for Mrs. Sutton to relieve me, and 
getting licked right and left by that infernal lit- 
tle doctor and Forrester, I think I wanted a 
change. However, if I'm not wanted, I " 

" Oh I nonsense, my dear Mr. St. Maur I " ex- 
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claimed Madeleine, who was nervously anxious 
that her brother's attention should not be at- 
tracted to this contretemps. " Don't mind Jim ! 
He is a naughty boy. He is only afraid Mr. 
North would leave his game with him to pla v 
with you." 

" Now, auntie, you know very well " 

"Don't be afraid, Jimmy," she hurried on, 
"you shall finish your game. Would you mind 
playing ^ nap ' with me ? I have not seen you all 
day," she concluded, feeling quite ashamed of 
this flattering speech, especially as she caught a 
droll expressive look from North. 

" No, that's true I " returned the Honorable 
Tom, his heavy face clearing up. " Forrester 
may be a deuced clever chap, but he hasn't an 
atom of tact, not a scrap. He goes off yesterday 
taking you with him, never thinking whether 
you'd like it or not ! If he'd an atom of sense 
he'd see that you don't care a rap for riding with 
him ! With all his brains, he hasn't a bit of fun 
in him, or if he has, it's gone sour. Besides, I 
ought to have every chance of seeing the country 
and having things explained ! The book's to be 
mine, not his. It's quite right that you should 
tell me a lot ! But I dare say he wouldn't listen 
to you." 

"I'm afraid I cannot give you or any one 
much information, Mr. St. Maur. Why did you 
not come with us ? " 
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" What I make a third ? not if I know it, and 
with Forrester ? Why, he'd have been making a 
fool of me all the time. I've seen too much of 
the world to make such a mistake, I can tell 
you." 

This with an indescribable air of extreme 
knowingness. "Don't trouble yourself about 
Forrester ! You come out with me to-morrow 
and show me round a bit. I believe if some one 
would give me a hint or two on some points, 
spelling, for instance, I could write a deuced deal 
better book than Forrester. He is what you call 
accurate, mechanical in short, but there is no fun 
or fancy in him, and between you and me he is a 
bit of a cad or he wouldn't have played me such 
a shabby trick. Why, he knows that the only bit 

of pleasure I have in this banishment is being 
^vith a bright, well-bred — a — charming girl like 

jrourself ! " 

" Really, Mr. St. Maur, if you pay me such 

1>arefaced compliments I shall be obliged to run 

«way ! " 

" Nonsense, I don't pay barefaced compliments ! 

I only tell you the bare truth ! " cried the Hon- 
orable Tom in a loud tone. 

" Bravo, St. Maur I " said North, looking up, 

** capitally turned ! I don't think Forrester could 

beat that ! " 

" I know he couldn't ; between you and me, 

^liss Erie, Forrester's a bit of a cad. He can't 
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help it, of course ; there it is ! My mother took 
a fancy to him and he is useful, there is no deny- 
ing it, but his name isn't Forrester ; that is, he 
may have been christened Forrester, but his real 
surname is, now what is it? I did know it as 
well as my own ! but things go out of my head 
in a most extraordinary way. It is quite a com- 
mon name, and he thinks it is grander to use 
Forrester. He told my mother all about it. 
Fancy, his father was a shady sort of a party ; 
anyhow, I don't care if he were Brown, Jones or 
Robinson, what could it matter to me I Why, 
where are you going. Miss Erie," cried St. Maur, 
interrupting the steady flow of his discourse, for 
though he had very little to say, the Honorable 
Thomas was an immense talker. 

" I must take Dolly to bed. I hear them mov- 
ing in the next room, and my brother will be 
vexed to find her still here. Then, as I am tired 
I shall go to bed, too." 

" Now, that is too unkind. Why, it isn't nine 
o'clock, and what on earth am I to do for another 
hour or two ? " 

^^ Oh, talk to Mr. North and smoke a little or 
a great deal, if you like, but I really must go." 

'* Now, look here. Miss Erie, will you come 
out with me round the ostrich kraals and the — 
the cabbage garden to-morrow, that is if you are 
too tired to ride, eh ? " 

" JTps, yes, with pleasure," she said hastily, for 
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at that moment the door into the dining-room 
opened and she saw Forrester, who paused to 
speak to some one behind him as he was about 
to cross the threshold. "So good-night," she 
added ; " come, Jim ; come, Doll." 

"What," cried Forrester, coming quickly to- 
ward her. " You are not saying good-night ? " 
Then perceiving North, he exclaimed, "Where 
have you sprung from ? I thought you had 
gone for some days. When did you come 
in?" 

" Oh, quite a long time ago, for we have had 
some lovely games. Auntie and Mr. North 
were so stupid that Jim and I won nearly every- 
thing." 

Forrester stood silent, a deep frown gathering 
on his brow. 

" Good-night," repeated Madeleine, with a 
slight wave of her hand to make the salutation 
general; then taking Dolly she left the room. 
Jim hesitated. 

" Run after them, my boy ; do not give your 
auntie more trouble than you can help," said 
North, and for a wonder Jimmy obeyed. 

"You are a regular vagrant. North. No 
knowing where one can find you, but as you are 
here let us have a game of piquette ; these others 
haven't a notion of playing." 

Forrester tried to banish the frowning look 
of annoyance which disfigured his face and re- 
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place it with a frank, friendly expression, a tour 
de force he could not quite accomplish. 

Before North could reply Mr. Erie came into 
the room. "The doctor is clamoring for you, 
North," he said. " He wants you to cut in, and 
also take counsel with you about some of his 
precious collections." 

" Very glad to find him here," returned North 
rising. " Forrester, we'll have our game to-mor- 
row. The doctor is an old chum of mine." He 
went into the dining-room, when came the 
sound of hearty greetings. 

St. Maur went off to bed in the sulks. For- 
rester sat down to watch a fresh rubber in which 
North took St. Maur's place, but he did not pay 
much attention to it, being apparently engrossed 
by his own thoughts and not even hearing oc- 
casional remarks addressed to him by Mrs. Sut- 
ton. 

At last the game was finished, North and his 
partner remaining victors. Then the host pro- 
posed some " square-face " (Hollands) before go- 
ing to roost. " Early to bed and early to rise," is 
the maxim in those primitive homes where more- 
over night soon drops down like a swift falling 
dusky curtain. 

" I want you to help me with my specimens. 
I want to get them shipped safely at the Cape, 
Natal, anywhere," said Dr. Elliott to North as 
be sipped his tumbler. 
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'^ I may perhaps take charge of them myself, 
for wonderful to relate I have serious thoughts 
of going to England myself." . 

" Indeed," said Forrester, looking up. " Then 
we may have the pleasure of your company on 
our homeward voyage." 

'^ I fear not. If I go I shall take ship at Port 
Elizabeth." 



CHAPTER Xn 

Night and profound stillness had fallen on 
the comfortable, plentiful home of John Erie. 

Life in that remote primitive region might be 
somewhat monotonous, somewhat oppressive la 
its sameness, yet to how many its tranquility 
would have been heavenly ! 

Nevertheless more than one restless spirit did 
battle through the night watches in that peace- 
ful abode, more than one mind fought for som» 
solution to the problems which puzzled it and 
shrank from pronouncing " Le mot de d'6n- 
igme." 

It was late before Madeleine had any chance 
of sleeping. The unusual number of guests ob- 
liged her to share her room with Mrs. Sutton and 
her rebellious little nephew, the best and largest 
of the bedchambers having been assigned to her 
and Dolly. 

For Mrs. Sutton to undress and retire to rest 
in silence was impossible, and though she spoke 
in carefully suppressed tones, fearing to disturb 
Dolly and the boy, she favored Madeleine with a 
voluble account of all that happened after she 
had left the drawing-room; of the "impidence*' 
of that Forrester to Mr. St. Maur, who was in a 
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manner of speaking his master, and how cranky 
the doctor was over a lost trick — how that nice 
"creature North offered to take the doctor's 
beetles and butterflies and nasty stuffed things 
over to London, for he says he is going there in 
a little while, my dear ; and how Forrester sat in 
a brown study, looking for all the world as if he 
was plotting a murder ! " 

"Poor Mr. Forrester," murmured Madeleine, 
sleepily. " Why don't you like him, grannie ? " 

" Because he is a hard, upsetting, bitter 
tongued, conceited creature that hasn't a good 
word or thought for any one, and you don't like 
him a bit either, me jewel I But there, now! 
I'm keeping you from your sweet sleep, and 
faith, I want the same myself; sure I'm dead 
beat — haven't I been on my feet the livelong day 
trying to keep them divils of blacks straight. 
Well, I'll back myself against any other woman, 
I do not care who it is, for managing a house, as 
Mr. Erie would know, if I was to leave him, 
but," mysteriously, " flesh and blood isn't made 
of iron, as he'll find out some day." Here she 
suddenly extinguished the .candle. "Don't be 
talking any more, my darlin'. Sure I was sorry 
lor my poor St. Maur and he going off to bed in 
a broken-hearted sort of way, as soon as you 
had turned your back on him. I'll go bail he is 
praying God this minute to turn your thoughts 
and your heart toward him. If it was my last 
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word, Madeleine, my jewel, you are a foolish, 
thoughtless girl to treat him as you do." No 
answer. Knowing the long sermon Mrs. Sutton 
usually preached on this text Madeleine pre- 
tended sleep. 

^^ Ah I she's soue off I Mav your slumbers be 
sweet, darlin'. Blessed mother watch over her; 
send her a good husband and soon I Amen." 

It was long, however, before the blessedness 
of oblivion stole over Madeleine Erie. She had 
received an unexpected warning that evening 
which as yet she had had no quiet moment to 
consider, and now with all her brain and heart 
power strained to their utmost, she endeavored 
to frame some rule of conduct, of self-guidance. 

When North had suddenly come into the room 
that evening her heart gave a bound and for 
some minutes beat vehemently, so vehemently 
that she could hardly speak — she was fright- 
ened by the rush of delighted exhilaration 
which thrilled along her veins and flooded her 
soul. She knew that her old childish feeling of 
affection had revived for her well-remembered 
Prince Charming with a force, a vitality to which 
her past liking was " as water unto wine," but 
till to-night she was not aware of how her whole 
being had gone out to him ; that she was no 
longer her own, but that she had unconsciously 
given herself to him — and unasked I There was 
the sting I He was nice and kind and sympa- 
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theticy but was it likely that such a man, accus- 
tomed, as he certainly had been, to the best 
society in England, nay, of Europe, would fall in 
love with an insignificant girl like herself ? Who 
knew nothing beyond school and not the best of 
that, who was held back even from doing her- 
self justice, by the depressing sense of depend- 
ence on a half unwilling brother. Still, in spite 
of his superiority, she could not, must not, give 
herself away, except in return for devotion as 
complete as she felt she could bestow. "How 
foolish and weak I am," she said to her heart. 
"How miserable I shall make myself! Surely 
I can summon strength enough to resist the over- 
powering joy of seeing him, hearing him speak, 
being in his company. He would justly despise 
me if he knew — but ho must never, never know, 
nor must he think he is free to amuse himself by 
making me pretty speeches, as he will soon be 
gone and never meet me again. Why, why did 
he disappear in that strange manner and drop 
his name and banish himself from everything he 
was accustomed to ? Oh ! it must have been the 
wrongdoing of another, not himself. Of course, 
he cannot remember me, I was such a child, 
and he never saw John or knew what dear 
Kitty's name was before she married. Dear old 
Kitty I How I wish she would ask me to go 
and stay with her ! I should see people then 
and perhaps forget Geoflfrey. Ah, I have never 
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been able to forget him ! Did I try ? If I were 
handsome and clever I might make him love me, 
but I am not, and even if I were, I should be 
ashamed to try. It is the woman's part to accept 
the love offered, not to seek it ! Yet I am worth 

loving. I could be a true friend, a faithful 

Oh, what folly to dream all this. I will be prudent 
and selfish and disagreeable. I don't suppose 
Geoffrey would ever care about me, but he shall 
not know what a poor, miserable fool I am! 
Still, if he likes, well, a little flirtation, he shall 
believe that I am heart whole enough to flirt I 
If John observes it, how cross he'll be ! Well 
Geoffrey will settle everything by going away. 
What will life be like when he is gone, and two 
months ago I did not know he was still alive. 
Why, why did he run away from every one ! I 
will never let him think I recognize him; it 
would be rude and ill-bred, but I wish, oh, I do 
wish, I could induce him to tell me his story. 

" I wish I could sleep. I seem always working 
round and round in the same circle. Oh, I will 
try to be brave and happy. Life is so full of 
possibilities no one need despair. For life is in- 
exhaustible, besides, there is another life ! Only 
no one possibly can form any conjecture about 
that." 

Then Madeleine murmered, "Our Father 
which art in heaven." 

Either prayer had the soothing effect attrib- 
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uted to it, or she had worn herself out, for 
sleep soon after touched her with its downy 
pinion, then her wearied thoughts ceased to vex 
her and distracting questions racked her no 
more. 



A few yards distant from the scene of Made- 
leine's mental strife, another soul beat against its 
bars trying to foresee the future, trying to decide 
if it would be well to play a daring stroke for 
fortune and power and all for which his soul had 
sickened, in its agony of longing. 

What had induced North to think of returning 
to England ? What news, what information had 
reached him, thus to change his plans, his 
avowed preference for a wild, free life ? Had he 
heard that the puny heir to Linton Chase had 
been taken out of his path ? That a frail, heart- 
sick old man alone stood between him and all 
that (in Forrester's opinion) made life worth liv- 
ing I If he did reappear would it not be hard 
for him to prove his identity with Geoffrey 
Lisle? 

But he would do it ! He was a man bound to 
succeed in what he undertook 1 Forrester felt he 
hadn't a chance against him. How was it that 
without an effort he was so evidently preferred 
by Madeleine Erie? Though he (Forrester) 
showed openly that he was bewitched by her, 
and would risk everything and anything to win 
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her, which ought to produce a profound effect on 
a girl's heart and fancy. She was much more 
ready to attend to any trifle which fell from the 
lips of North, who showed her no particular at- 
tention, and preserved a friendly, unlover-like 
tone in his manner and bearing toward her I 
Forrester had never been much influenced by 
women. To him there was nothing sacred about 
them; they were toys which might amuse for 
an hour. 

Some men made terrible fools of themselves 
about women, and Forrester thanked God or the 
devil, which ever had charge of him, that he had 
no weakness of that description. But his hour 
came, too ! and although it was apparently im- 
probable that a man of his nature, coarse, selfish 
and somewhat cruel, would be fascinated by a 
sweet, delicate, refined creature such as Made- 
leine, yet it was so. Perhaps his envious hatred 
of North assisted to fan the flame of the very 
strong and greedy passion which had sprang to 
life in his heart, or senses, toward a being so in- 
finitely above him. 

Though Madeleine was carefully civil and 
soothing, she was always on her guard, influ- 
enced by an instinctive dread which she could not 
account for, and of which she was ashamed, some 
vague conviction that the power to hurt her 
would give Forrester almost as much pleasure as 
the power to make her love him. She prayed 
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that he might go away, yet she tried to concili- 
ate him, and what added to her discomfort when 
in his presence she saw that her brother watched 
her with doubt and suspicion. 

He was very severe in his judgment of womer.. 
and inclined to think Madeleine reprehensible 
because she was charming. 

Forrester was quite aware that in her brother 
she had a somewhat unfriendly judge. He soon 
gathered that she was absolutely dependent on 
him, and he built some hope upon her position. 
So he lay turning and twisting his hopes and 
chances in his torturous brain, proud of his own 
penetration and subtility, and all the while blind 
to one ingredient which told heavily against him 
in the game he was trying to play. He never 
reckoned on the fair, quiet girl he longed for so 
passionately possessing an element of strength, 
which could be spear or shield as she chose or 
needed. 

On one point he had made up his mind. 
North did not care for Madeleine beyond the 
passing pleasure which all men take in looking at 
and speaking to a charming woman. In short, 
he could not see his way in any direction. He 
must throw the reins on the neck of that uncer- 
tain steed, chance, and hold himself ready to 
make the most of whatever offered. " What in 
the devil's name is drawing him to England ? " 
thought Forrester. " I wish I could get the 
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start of him there ! I must inspire the countess 
with an idea that the climate here is or will be 
fatal to her blessed boy ! Then he'll resist. He 
is as far gone in bis own calfish way as I am 
about Madeleine Erie. Suppose she, like most 
women, was tempted by money and position ? I 
am not so sure she would be out of my reach 
then ! but my own fortunes are all important ; 
surely that fellow North has a charmed life. It 
is in danger three or four times a week. Will 
nothing take him out of my road ! " 

Dawn was peeping out of the east when at 
last Forrester snatched a brief sleep, from which 
he awoke as undecided, as full of burning jeal- 
ousy, and as primed for selfish deeds, as when 
his thoughts had ceased to rack him. 

* * * « * « 

A beautiful bright morning was shining over 
veldt and river, forest and mountain, also pouring 
its lovely light into the windows of John Erie's 
dining-room, where the party were assembling. 

They were to disperse that day, however. 

Mactier was to move down and laager the 
wagon at the near side of Bladen's Poort ; North 
having agreed to give his valuable guidance to 
St. Maur and Forrester in an excursion to track 
and shoot lions. 

These lords of the forest were becoming more 
and more scarce. It was believed that their 
favorite cover was a district of upland not very 
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thickly wooded, but possessing a small river, and 
several pools of water where their majesties liked 
to drink. 

This district lay to the southeast, near a spring 
from whence the river took its rise called Blerk- 
fontein. The doctor was bound in another 
direction and his Maylay "boy" had brought 
up his horses in the morning. All were to start 
soon after breakfast, and it was agreed that 
Madeleine and the children should go on to 
inspect the wagons and the treasures Mactier 
was supposed to have collected in the course of 
his trafficking with the Lakahari, a tribe near 
whose village North often made his laager. 

Madeleine was the last to appear. She felt 
reluctant to move after her sleepless night, 
but she was ready for breakfast before she 
went downstairs, as she wished to avoid the 
chance of a t6te-4-t6te meeting with any of the 
visitors. 

North, St. Maur and Forrester all rose on her 
entrance, and offered her their seats. 

Dr. Elliott and St. Maur were on the side of 
the room at which she entered and she hastily 
took her seat between them with a nod and a 
smile and general good-morning. 

" I never thought you would be a lazy boots, 
Miss Madeleine, on such a lovely morning ! " said 
the doctor, with whom she was a great favorite, 
as he handed her some griddle cakes. 
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" Forrester made you ride too far, Miss Erie," 
said St. Maor ; ^^ he doesn't know how to take 
care of women! You take me with you next 
time." 

" You ought to say that I took Mr. Forrester 
for too long a ride," returned Madeleine with n 
laughing glance at him, "for I was the guide, so 
on my head be it. Next time you must both 
come ! Then our collective knowledge and pru- 
dence will prevent mistakes." 

"Give your mind to your breakfast, Made- 
leine," exclaimed her brother, " we want to be off 
soon. We'll see our friends on their way. Dr. 
Elliott is going to lend Dolly his own pony and 
take his boy's who will walk, and " 

"Oh! No, John! Let Dolly have Hazel! 
Hazel is so beautifully gentle and intelligent and 
well broken, any baby could ride him, if Dr. 
Elliott Avill give me " 

" Of course I will, my bonnie lassie ! Take 
everything I have and welcome." 

" Faith, doctor, that's a regular offer, and be- 
fore a crowd of witnesses ! " cried Mrs. Sutton, 
who was wielding a huge teapot with a powerful 
arm. 

"Take care, doctor! You are putting your 
head in the lion's mouth ; you do not know how 
tempted I am to accept." 

" Don't mock at the folly of a poor old fellow," 
returned the doctor, twisting his face into ^ 
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tragio-oomic expression. ^' It's North, here, that's 
accustomed to thrust his head into lion's jaws ! 
Don't let him lead you into these foolhardy ways, 
Mr. St. Maur." 

" Oh ! " cried St. Maur, with the air of saying 
a good thing. "There are lions and lions, and 
some are " 

"Oh! St. Maur will learn no foolhardiness 
from me ! Prudence is my characteristic nowa- 
days at least," interrupted North, who felt that 
Madeleine was uneasy and wished to be delivered 
from her three admirers, "and where are you 
bound for, doctor ? " he continued. 

" I want to get as far as the Makuba country." 

" Won't it be damp and marshy there now ?" 

" Yes I But I haven't quite completed the col- 
lection I am making of a peculiar kind of beetle- 
butterfly, quite different from any species I have 
found hitherto " 

" Time's up, doctor ! The horses are outside," 
called Erie, rising. 

Every one followed his example and proceeded 
to mount. Madeleine and her little niece had 
come to breakfast in their riding skirts and close- 
fitting bodices, and Erie having tacitly accepted 
Madeleine's offer of Hazel, mounted his pet Dolly 
with much care and went ahead with her, while 
North roused Forrester's indignation by putting 
him aside with a cool, polite " excuse me," and 
lifting Madeleine to her saddle before he could 
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command his voice sufficiently to speak. The 
doctor ranged up by Madeleine's other side and 
they went on for a few hundred yards in this 
order, when North suddenly pressed his horse 
with his heel and rode on to join Erie, while For- 
rester immediately took his place. 

^^ Is he so sure of the ^ running/ " said the lat- 
ter to himself, " that he deliberately makes way 
for me ? It is like his cursed arrogance I " 

" Mr. North does not care to keep near me," 
thought Madeleine, ^' though he must know I can- 
not bear Mr. Forrester ! " 

They had reached about half the distance to 
Mactier's laager, where they were to part com- 
pany, when North perceived Numjala, his head- 
man, riding rapidly to meet them. 

North had expected to find him awaiting orders 
at the laager, and was rather surprised to see him. 
He rode forward to meet him, and they Avere soon 
in animated conversation. 

" Nimijala has brought me great news," cried 
North, when Erie reached him. " He heard early 
this morning that there is a large herd of blesbok, 
wildebeest and others feeding down the wind 
in the wide valley behind Bladen's Poort. It's a 
chance for our friends here ; even if we do not hit 
any of them, it will be a sight to see ; that is, 
should they be anything like the usual crowd. 
Let us get on to the wagons and pick up some more 
ammunition." 
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The men had all brought their rifles on the 
chance of falling in with some rheebok or yellow 
springbok. 

The sportsmen were much excited and Erie 
hesitated. He was by no means so keen as the 
others, still he hesitated to give up the chance, 
now growing much rarer, than formerly, both of 
seeing and shooting. 

" Leave the young ladies to me," put in the 
doctor, '* I'll stay with them ; I don't care to kill 
creatures except for scientific purposes! Take 
my boy * Cheroot.' He is a hunter by nature. 
Come, my lassies, we'll ransack old Mactier's 
goods and then I'll see you home ! " 

North reined in his horse till Madeleine came up 
with him. " The doctor will take care of you," 
he said, ^^ and I am in a way obliged to see these 
new * chums ' through this opportunity, otherwise 
I should not leave you. The doctor is a pet of 
yours. I know you'll have a comfortable day of 
it, for your tormentors will be scattered abroad." 

"Thank you! yes, I always enjoy being with 
the doctor, but we can go back quite well with 
Mactier, and let the doctor go on to his friends, 
the Makubas. Cheroot can follow him." 

" No, no, hang on the doctor. He is the right 
-man to take care of you," cried North, and he 
galloped after the others who were spurring on to 
"the laager. 

Arrived there, they soon replenished their shot 
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belts, and telling Mactier to be prepared for the 
return of hungry hunters toward nightfall, they 
started by a short cut which led them over the 
shoulder of the mountain considerably above the 
poort. 

On reaching the other side, North sent an 
"after-rider" and Cheroot to cross the valley 
and get to the windward of the expected herd, 
directing the men to drive them toward the 
hunters if the track they were taking did not 
bring them near enough. 

" What a splendid country," cried St. Manr as 
they descended the hillside, carried away from 
himself by the scene lying before him. 

The valley, a broad stretch of rich grass land, 
was bounded on the opposite side by uplands 
adorned with huge wide-spreading trees and 
clumps of smaller ones, as artistically as though 
designed by skilled foresters to beautify a noble- 
man's park. Away to the left, or rather the 
west, the ground grew higher and trended round 
to the north, leaving a wider open space into 
which a forest swept down from a loftier level 
and filled it with the variegated coloring of 
luxuriant foliage, and over all a deep blue sky, a 
food of golden sunshine, the most delicious 
crisp, fragrant, exhilarating air that ever made it 
joy to breathe to Forrester. 

" Come along down to the level," said North. 
" Don't hurry your horse. We'll be in time. By 
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Jove, it's good to be alive such a day as this," he 
added. 

" That depends on what you expect to follow 
to-morrow," said Forrester, grudgingly. 

" If that's the way you look at things, my dear 
fellow, you'll never enjoy anything. Stop! 
Listen I Do you hear something like the rushing 
of water ? " 

" Yes, I think I do," after a pause to listen. 

"Let's go on. I fancy there is a big herd 
coming," said North. 

Ten, fifteen minutes might have elapsed, the 
sound of rushing water grew louder; then an 
extraordinary sight met their eyes. From the 
northern opening on the opposite side poured 
a mass of wildebeest, blesbok, springbok, and 
endless variety of the antelope species, that 
seemed to flood the whole space with teeming 
animal life ; they darkened the grass with every 
shade of brown and gray and yellowish-red, 
moving deliberately in a compact crowd, with 
tossing horns and occasional leaps into the air. 

"This is a most extraordinary sight!" ex- 
claimed St. Maur. "Gad, Forrester, we must 
give a whole chapter to it." 

" They are keeping too far away," said North. 
" What are those black dogs about not to drive 
them this way ? " 

As he spoke a faint shout and the report of a 
gan came across the valley. Immediately the 
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great herd with one accord swerved to the side 
where the sportsraen waited for them and break- 
ing into a gallop thundered down on the watoh- 
ers with a deafening roar. 

" Look out sharp," cried North. " Fire after 
them and you'll probably hit something. The 
bucks generally come last." 

They had dismounted and stood nearly in a 
line at some distance apart from each other. 
North, in advance on the extreme right, then 
£rle, next St. Maur, finally Forrester, further 
still to the left. 

On they came, the blesbok holding down their 
heads as they do when galloping, looking one 
mass of beard. The wildebeest bounding in 
the air, turning and twisting, as if intent on go- 
ing head over heels, a fringe of graceful spring- 
boks and other beautiful antelopes galloping 
with them alongside. 

Three shots rang out. Erie first, then two to- 
gether, and with them a cry of dismay from 
Forrester. 

" My God ! St. Maur, you have winged 
North ! " 

Erie turning at the cry saw North stagger, 
right himself, stumble forward, reel and fall, the 
blood welling up on the right side from a wound 
in the upper part of the breast. 

Erie threw down his rifle and ran to his side. 

" Where is it ? How did it happen ? " 
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" God knows — always said it was dangerous to 
shoot with St. Maur ; but it won't signify," re- 
turned North faintly, and made an effort as if to 
rise, but subsided into quiescence on feeling the 
effort increase the flow of blood. 

" But I didn't hit him ; damned if I did," 
stammered St. Maur in great distress; ^^I hit 
that black beast with the white tail lying there. 
Bowled it over at the first go— I — I know I hit 
something." 

"That's plain enough," said Forrester. 

" But great heavens, I could not have hit 
North without aiming at him; you don't sup- 
pose I wanted to commit murder ! " 

" Of course not ! But you know he had just 
told us to fire after the game and as you are 
not the steadiest shot in the world you may 
have aimed at the blesbok and brought down 
North." 

" Yes, but I did not ! " 

" Never mind, it's done ! " cried Erie ; " let us 
get him back to the wagon and send on Cheroot 
to catch up the doctor. God grant he may 
not have started. Give me my rifle. I'll fire to 
show those black fellows of Mactier's that they 
are wanted." Three shots in quick succession 
rang and shortly there was a shot in reply. The 
thunder of the retreating herd died away and 
silence settled down over the beautiful scene. 
Erie and Forrester with grave looks set to work 
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to cut away the cloth from the wound and 
staunch tlie blood. 

Soon a couple of KaflBr riders came up. One 
was dispatched to fetch assistance from the 
laager. Cheroot galloped off to find Dr. Elliott. 
The others managed to move the wounded man 
into an easier position and put a saddle under 
his head, while St. Maur protested at intervals 
that he did not hit North, but a black wilde- 
beest with a white tail now lying before them 
stark and stiff. 



CHAPTER Xni 

It so happened that having inspected such 
BX)ecimens of his traffic as Mactier chose to show 
them, Madeleine, her little nephew and niece, 
with Dr. Elliott started rather earlier than they 
had intended for home, as Madeleine did not like 
to detain the latter longer from his projected ex- 
pedition. 

Mactier offered to accompany them, and they 
proceeded toward Ravenscleugh in a leism'ely 
fashion, as Elliott occasionally stopped to show a 
peculiar fern, or some indication of a strata dif- 
ferent from the surrounding soil. Once he 
pointed out one of those strange little gray honey 
birds, which was chattering and twittering on 
the branch of a tree near where the doctor had 
dismounted to pick up a stone which excited his 
curiosity, and he delivered a brief lecture to the 
delighted children, explaining the peculiarities of 
the intelligent little creature, who, having at- 
tracted the wavfarer's attention, will lead him to 
a bee's nest, pausing every now and then to see 
if he follows, and then wait twittering excitedly 
all the time till the honey is extracted and he 
gets his share. Dolly and Jim wished to follow 
its lead then and there, but both Madeleine and 
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Elliott decided on keeping the direct road to 
Eavenscleugh. 

Talking and laughing cheerUy, enjoying the 
delightful air and sense that all was well, they 
had accomplished more than half the distance 
when the noise of a horse's hoofs clattering after 
them at a gallop, made them pause and look 
back. 

They soon recognized '^ Cheroot/' the doctor's 
boy. 

"What the deuce brings you here?" cried 
Elliott as the darky pulled up beside him. The 
reply was fluent enough, but unintelligible to 
Madeleine, but she gathered from the increasing 
gravity of the doctor's face as he listened that 
something important had occurred. 

"A bad business," he exclaimed at length. 
" It seems that one of the party has by accident 
hit North, somewhere in the chest, and that he 
is rather badly hurt. My fellow was not on the 
spot when the accident occurred so he cannot tell 
me the particulars. Erie ordered him to gallop 
after me as fast as he could and I must lose no 
time in reaching them. Cheroot says North 
was on the ground and bleeding freely. Mac- 
tier, take care of these children and see them safe 
home. Let Mrs. Sutton know, for if it's possible 
I'll bring North back to Eavenscleugh." 

He jumped down, looked to his girths, spoke a 
few words to Cheroot and remounted, setting 
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oflf at a brisk pace, followed more slowly by his 
" boy.^^ 

Madeleine felt dazed, too dazed to realize all 
the pain and terror that had seized upon her. 

"This is uncommon bad news," exclaimed 
Mactier. "Mr. North has been just extraordi- 
narily lucky in escaping accidents, considering 
the life he has led. It would be strange if these 
new hunters were the death of him, for no one 
accustomed to sport would have made such a 
mistake." 

" Mr. Mactier — ^is there — ^that is — do you think 
the wound is really dangerous ? " asked Made- 
leine. 

Mactier attributed the unsteadiness of her 
yoice to. the natural timidity of a girl, who would 
exaggerate every appearance of danger. 

" Hoot toot ! How can I tell ! The doctor he 
seemed a bit serious-like, and if be goes on losing 
blood till the doctor comes to stop it, ma' con- 
science, he'll be in a bad way, but Mr. North's 
man Numjala is a knowledgeable sort of a 
heathen. Oh, my word, but the Zulus and Laka- 
hari people will be daft with grief if they think 
that their great medicine man ' Bula N'Zou ' has 
been shot by white men! The sooner those two, 
the honorable I mean, and that Forrester chap, 
clear out, the better for them. All the natives 
hereabouts and for many a mile away north are 
desperately fond of Mr. North." 
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" Then do you think he is badly hurt ? " cried 
Madeleine, her heart beating wildly. 

" Oh, Mr. Mactier, do you think he will die?" 
exclaimed Dolly with a burst of tears, '^ and he 
so nice and kind." 

'^ Oh, no, my dearie," said Mactier, shocked at 
the effect of his words. "What would make 
him die, a fine, strong fellow like him ; he has 
plenty of blood in his veins ; he can lose a pint 
or two. Come, have a bit of a canter and make 
haste home to Mrs. Sutton ; she'll comfort yon 
and give you your lunch, which is what you 
want; and you, too, Miss Erie. My word, I 
wouldn't mind a thimble full of whisky myself. 
Come on, bairns, come on." 

Madeleine eagerly pressed her horse till she 
outstripped her companions and was recalled by 
Mactier. Silence was her sole resource, she 
could not trust her voice, and if she did her com- 
panions could give her no comfort. They knew 
no more than she did herself. Would his strength 
hold out till the doctor reached him ? Was it all 
to end in this obscure, accidental, unnecessary 
death ? Was her sweetest, her most delightful 
embodied memory to be wrenched from her? 
Was Geoffrey Lisle to go down to the grave, 
bewailed indeed but only by the savages who 
had of late been almost his only friends, but 
looked upon with doubt, suspected of having 
sought refuge in the wilderness, rather than 
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risk being found guilty of some disgraceful 
suctl 

It was too agonizing, the cruel suggestions 
which chased each other through her brain and 
made her heart throb and ache. Oh ! to be in 
the silence and solitude of her own room, anil 
even there, how was she to wait for further tid- 
ings ; had he already passed away ? 

The memory of that ride remained with her 
forever as the most terrible goblin phantasy that 
ever tried a soul to the uttermost, for it was at 
once sternly earnest, yet torturingly unreal. 

Yet she never ceased the struggle for self-mas- 
tery, and Mactier saw nothing more than a per- 
fectly natural degree of anxiety and regret con- 
cerning a pleasant acquaintance whom she had 
seen an hour ago in full health, strength and vi- 
tality and now, might never see again in life. 

At last, at last they were among the pastures 
of Bavenscleugh ; they had passed the ox kraals, 
they had reached the fowl yard and there beheld 
Mrs. Sutton in the act of opening the gate, her 
sunbonnet apparently dropped perpendicularly 
on her head, and a basket of eggs on her arm. 

" You're in grate time entirely," she exclaimed, 
with a welcoming smile. "You'll be able to 
clane up and tidy yourselves before dinner, and 
faith, you want it ! Why did you let them tear 
along at the rate of a hunt, Mr. Mactier ? But 
there, I know them ! A man would find it aisier 
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to command an army than three such dare-devilfl 
— eh! Dolly, my child, what's the matter? 
Oh, mind the eggs." 

Dolly had jumped down leaving Hazel to his 
own devices, and throwing her arms round Mrs. 
Sutton's neck, exclaimed brokenly with sobs and 
tears : ** Oh, grannie, dear, Mr. North, poor Mr. 
North ; he is shot ! Away beyond Bladen's 
Poort, shot in the chest and bleeding, bleed- 
ing " 

" Ah, then ! Blessed virgin ! What is it she's 
telling me?" cried Mrs. Sutton, almost indig- 
nantly to Mactier, who told her what had oc- 
curred dryly and correctly enough, but it sufficed 
to open the flood gates of Mrs. Sutton's eloquence 
and tears. She poured forth a torrent of ques- 
tions and conjectures, hardly listening to the re- 
plies, yet reproaching Mactier with not knowing 
more. 

They all dismounted ; the men about the yard 
took away the horses, while Madeleine with the 
others walked up to the house — Madeleine in 
profoundest silence, unnoticed by the rest, who 
were engrossed in their own talk, till Jim drew 
down the wrath of all present by inquiring with 
deep interest, "Grannie, shall we have the fu- 
neral here ? " 

" Ah, go along, ye hard-hearted, brazen-faced, 
good-for-nothing young Turk ! Is that the way 
ye speak of the good, kind gentleman that was 
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like a father to you, and never minded smashing 
his fingers hammering nails into your old bits of 
carts and traps ! Go along and hold your tongue, 
if that's all the use you can make of it ! " 

Madeleine could stand no more. She fled to 
the house — to the privacy of her own chamber — 
to regain the self-command which had almost 
failed her. 

In spite of sunny sky and pleasant air, the day 
was long and dreary. 

Mactier having taken some refreshment and 
given his horse some rest, started again for the 
laager, thankful to escape Mrs. Sutton's copious 
cross-examination. " When the poor gentleman 
started ? How he stood ? Who shot him ? What 
Mr. Erie thought ? Was the wound mortal or 
only dangerous ? " In vain Mactier urged that 
he really knew nothing beyond the hasty man- 
gled message brought by Dr. Elliott's Malay boy, 
and that he, Mactier, knew little more than her- 
self. Mrs. Sutton evidently formed the lowest 
opinion of his mental abilities, and thought him 
a " poor creature " because he could not divine all 
that had happened. 

Night had closed in and the children had gone 
to bed when to the relief of Madeleine and Mrs. 
Sutton, Erie and St. Maur rode up, bringing bet- 
ter tidings than Madeleine had dared to hope 
for. 

^' North had a wonderful escape; an inch 
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lower down and the bullet might have pierced 
one of the large blood vessels, a trifle higher up 
and it would have shattered his collar bone, ren- 
dering his right arm very useless ; as it was, the 
bullet had gone clean through the upper part of 
the chest, passing out at the side of the shoulder 
blade. 

"For my own part," concluded Erie, "when 
he fell I thought it was all over with him. He 
looked like death and was nearly as cold. For- 
tunately St. Maur had his brandy flask." 

" Yes," interrupted that indivadual, who seemed 
downcast and unusually silent. " It's well I had 
the sense to give him some stimulant. The doc- 
tor said I saved his life, which does not look like 
wanting to murder him ! " This in an aggrieved 
tone. 

" Why, my dear fellow, nobody ever accused 
you of such villainy. It was an unfortunate ac- 
cident ; that's all." 

" But why must it be my bad shooting ? Why 
shouldn't Forrester make a mistake as well as 
me?" 

"Well, you know he is really a very good 
shot, therefore the probability is that he brought 
down the wild beast. If his shot winged North 
we should have some reason for suspecting him 
of murderous design," concluded Erie with a 
good-humored laugh. 

'* Mrs. Sutton," he resumed, " do make Mr, St 
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Maur take some dinner or supper. He has eaten 
nothing all day — ^and here," pulling out a strip 
of paper on which was written a list of sundries 
required by Dr. Elliott, " get these things to- 
gether, will you, Mrs. Sutton ? I am going back 
as soon as I have got a fresh horse and I'll take 
them with me. I'll leave Mr. St. Maur in your 
hands, for he is pretty well done up." 

'^I am sure you must be," said Madeleine 
kindly to the disheveled, disconcerted St. Maur. 
" You must not distress yourself so much. It is 
an accident that might happen to any one." 

" To be sure it is," cried Mrs. Sutton. " Miss 
Madeleine, my darling, just you look after Mr. 
St. Maur. There's a cold bone in the larder and 
Narry will warm up a trifle of currie in a jiffy, 
and fruit and cheese — an' — I must get linen and 
rags — and — medicated wool, and the Lord knows 
what ! I wish I could go along with him meself I 
sure it's a woman he wants to look after him. 
What sort of a place have you put him in ? " 

" Oh, we rigged up, or the doctor rigged up, a 
stretcher to carry him flat, and the boys made a 
sort of t«it. to keep him sheltered. The doctor 
hasn't lefti^k^ and I am going back to help keep 
watch. Then Forrester, too, has turned out a 
first-class nurse." 

" God bless us ! " exclaimed Mrs. Sutton in an 
indescribable tone, quite equivalent to the 
" avaunt Satan " of old world romances. 
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^^ Really, John, you most have some food, 
too ! " said Madeleine, who was wonderfully re- 
vived and immensely sympathetic, " do— do take 
something, dear John ! " 

Soon her eager energy produced a well spread 
table and St. Maur, considerably cheered by her 
friendliness, sat down to refresh and found all 
things very good. 

Erie joined him, but soon announced himself 
ready to set out on his return ride. 

" And how long is the poor fellow to remain 
among them barbarians?" asked Mrs. Sutton, 
coming into the dining-room with a large parcel 

" Oh ! Elliott says he must not be moved for 
four or five days, or till he has ceased to spit 
blood." 

" Spit blood I and is it blood he spits ? " 

" Yes, he spit a good deal. As soon as the 
doctor permits, we'll bring him down here and 
you can coddle him to your heart's content.'* 

" Ah ! how will you ever bring him down that 
rough road, if road you can call it from Bladen's 
Poort ? " 

** He must be carried on a stretcher. The doc- 
tor seems able to invent anything and North 
must not attempt to sit up for some time. When 
lie comes here you had better give him the voor- 
liuis, to save his being taken upstairs, but it is 
time enough to talk of that." 

Uut John Erie was too anxious to return to 
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Dr. Elliott and his patient to waste much time in 
unnecessary talk. He gave a few directions to 
Mrs. Sutton and the headman in charge of the 
cattle kraal and set out on his lonely ride, prom- 
ising to be back by noon the next day, when he 
hoped to remain. 

" Keep him here if you can," he said to Made- 
leine, when bidding her good-night, nodding 
toward St. Maur. " He's an awful nuisance over 
there, drives the doctor frantic and Forrester 
raging." 

" Poor Mr. St. Maur ! Yes, I will try to keep 
him here." 

" Well, I'm sure I don't know whether I'm on 
my head or my heels," said Mrs. Sutton, return- 
ing to the dining-room after seeing Mr. Erie off 
and sinking into a chair with a sort of groan. 
" My heart has been in my mouth with one thing 
and another ever since them children come home 
with their bad news. You're looking just the 
ghost of yourself, Mr. St. Maur ; you had better 
have a drop ' hot ' for the evening is chilly, and 
go to your bed." 

" Yes, Mr. St. Maur, you are dreadfully tired I 
am sure ; and I shall say good-nigbt, for it has 
been a trying day to us all." 

" By Jove I It's been worse to me than any 
one. No, don't go just yet. Miss Erie ; it's quite 
early, and I want to tell you and Mrs. Sutton, 
who are the only sensible people about the place. 
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bow it all happened. Yes, Mrs. Sutton, some 
^Square face' hot, with sugar and lemon peel, 
would bring back the life to me. To think of me 
being accused of shooting North, one of the 
nicest fellows I ever met in my life, a real high- 
class gentleman. To make out that I, who have 
been accustomed to shoot ever since I was twelve 
years old, could have made such an unsportsman- 
like blunder as to shoot a man away on the right, 
when the game was straight before me ; why, it 
— it s preposterous." 

" Just you tell us all about it," said Mrs. Sut- 
ton, setting light to the spirit lamp under a little 
silver kettle and placing the rest of what she 
termed the " materials " on the table. 

" When we heard this avalanche of beasts com- 
ing along," began St. Maur, " of course we dis- 
mounted, the after-riders holding our horses, and 
stood in line. North some way oflF on the right, 
Forrester a little advanced on the left and mvself 
next him. North had called to us to fire after 
the crowd of wild creatures ; you never saw such 
a sight. As soon as I had covered myself a bit, 
for it seemed as if all the beasts in creation were 
galloping past us, I let fly right in front of me, 
and that I'll swear to, if it were my last breath, 
and what's more, I saw a big black buck with a 
white tail fall to my gun ! At the same time 
Forrester sang out : ^ My God, St. Maur, you 
have winged North I ' Sure enough looking to- 
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ward him, I saw him falling, and we all ran to 
see what was the matter. Mr. Erie wouldn't let 
us lift North ; said we must keep him flat if we 
could till we could get the doctor." Here St. 
Manr finished his tumbler. ^' I'm awfully done 
up. I'll trouble you for a little more, Mrs. 
Sutton." 

" Of course, my dear sir. Why, gracious good- 
ness me ! Then, who shot the buck ? " 

" That fellow Forrester, who has the cheek of 
old nick, says he did, but I swear by everything 
good and bad tliat he did not. Why shouldn't 
he make a mistake as well as another ? He isn't 
— what d'ye call it — impregnable — no 1 Oh, you 
know what I mean." 

" Infallible," murmured Madeleine. 

" Yes, yes, of course, that's it, and I told him 
BO, and he says in that rough, overbearing way 
that shows he is a cad, * Why, you know you 
make a mull of everything you try. What a 
business it will be if North hops the twig.' 
He looked uncommon blue himself, and though 
North didn't lose much blood, he fainted, but 
when he came to began to spit quantities of 
blood. Then the whole lot took up Forrester's 
cry that I had shot North and Forrester had 
brought down the wild beast. Now, whatever 
you do, don't you believe it. I'll trouble 
you." 

" No, not another drop," interrupted Mrs. Sut- 
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ton. " It wouldn't be friendly to give it to you. 
You are not quite yourself, sir, and it's not to 
be wondered at after the way you've been treated. 
You get to your bed and tell me the rest to-mor- 
row. Sure it's the quarest story ever I heard, 
and you'll remember everything better after a 
good night's rest." 

" Why, Mrs. Sutton, I'm not such a baby as to 
be thrown off my balance by a trifle of two 
tumblers." 

"It's not the only two tumblers you've had 
this day — mind, I don't wonder at you for want- 
ing it, all the same, you'll not get it," and Mrs. 
Sutton proceeded to put " Square face " in the 
sideboard and lock it emphatically. 

" 'Pon my soul ! you are too hard on a fellow ! 
What! are you going, Miss Erie? Then I'U 
follow your example! Good-night, and peace 
be with you, there's a quotation about that, eh? 
Oh ! that this, too — too — no, that's not it, * Peace 

dwell in your breast ' Oh, these quotations 

are great rubbish ! Forrester has a lot of them 
at his fingers' ends. Learns them off, I fancy ! 
Thank you both very much for your kindness. I 
am a good deal cheered up, but it is a bad busi- 
ness, a deuced bad business whichever way you 
look at it. Good-night," and he went off. 

Mrs. Sutton immediately proceeded to put out 
the lights and bar the windows. " If ever a poor 
fellow wanted a wife to take care of him, it's 
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that good soul, St. Maur. I wonder your heart 
doesn't go out to him, Madeleine." 

"But, grannie, I want some one to take care 
of me, not to take care of any one." 

" That Forrester's a deep, dark, designing vil- 
lain. I wonder what grudge he has against Mr. 
North, for he has, mark my words ! It seems to 
me that he did shoot the poor man, and throws 
the blame on my poor St. Maur I a devil's own 
trick ! " she concluded with a solemn shake of 
the head. 

" My dear grannie ! I am not particularly 
fond of Mr. Forrester, but to believe that he 
would knowingly injure Mr. North is too absurd ! 
How a kind, warm-hearted, generous woman as 
you are can let your prejudice blind you so com- 
pletely is amazing ! " 

" Oh I never mind ! I'm a stupid, ignorant, 
blind old woman I dare say, but I've a sort of 
a conviction that Forrester did his best to mur- 
der poor North, and I'll never let go of it ! " 



CHAPTER XIV 

The sleep which visited Madeleine that night 
was indeed sweet and refreshing, her fears, and 
much of her anxiety were lifted from her. She 
gathered enough from her brother's account of 
North to feel sure his wound was not dangerous, 
that a little care and quiet would soon restore 
him, nevertheless he had had a very narrow es- 
cape, and she shuddered to think how closely he 
had approached the unknown ! Would he always 
remain a wanderer among savages, biped and 
quadruped ! or for so long, that he would be un- 
fitted to mix with civilized, educated men, he— 
who once seemed so admirably suited to take 
his place among men of intelligence and culture. 
Indeed, he did so still. However, she had no 
business to trouble herself about him, he would 
probably return to England as he spoke of doing 
and as she ought to hope he would, and she 
would see him no more. 

The possibility that North's wound could be 
the result of anything save accident never oc- 
curred to her, and she was half amused, half 
annoyed at Mrs. Sutton's preposterous notion. 
Knowing little of sportsmen, their skill, or 
chances of failure, it seemed to her that on9 
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might make a mistake as well as another, so 
the importance of believing or not believing 
that the wildebeest fell to St. Maur's shot did 
not occur to her. 

All seemed well and hopeful when Mrs. Sutton 
collected the family at breakfast — all except St. 
Maur, who was very late. 

" Hope you'll excuse me, Mrs. Sutton," he 
began, when he entered the dining-room; then 
looking round, saw that Madeleine only awaited 
him. 

" Oh I I am shocked at being so late, Miss 
Erie," he said. " Very good of you to wait for 
me ; you see, I was regularly dead beat last 
night. Thank you ! I'm just dying for a cup 
of tea — some griddle cakes, please — no meat," a 
pause, during which the Honorable Tom swal- 
lowed a huge cup of tea. 

"It was a devilish disagreeable business yes- 
terday — devilish, I assure you! Never had so 
great a blow in my life! I couldn't have be- 
lieved that Forrester would have turned out such 
a cad ! Give you my word, he gave me the lie 
direct ! Now, I never thought as much of For- 
rester as my mother did. Women are awfully 
easily bamboozled by men — I mean old ladies I " 
he added in an apologetic tone. 

" Are they as easily bamboozled as young ones ? 
I should say not ! However, in the coming by 
and by, when we are educated together and 
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cease to be mysteries to each other, perfect 
knowledge will cast out misunderstanding and 
fear." 

"What a rum idea! Ton my soul, you are 
quite an original, Miss Erie. Fancy girls at Eton ! 
and in the first eleven, it would be hard lines for 
them." 

" Perhaps not I " 

"Do you know you are the cleverest girl I 
ever met ? It's a treat to talk to you 1 " 

" And you are the most discriminating man I 
ever met ! " said Madeleine, laughing and anxious 
to keep him from riding off to Mactier's laager, 
especially as he seemed primed and ready to 
quarrel with Forrester. 

"Do you think so? "eagerly. "Really? The 
fact is, you and I are quite different from all the 
rest. The only real pleasant days I have had 
since I left England were those I spent with 
you I (another cup of tea, please !) and how you 
can live here I do not understand ! Without a 
soul to speak to except your brother, it's most 
amazing ! " 

" Well, Mr. St. Maur, you see I have no home 
anywhere save here." 

" That must be your own fault ! May I trouble 
you for the black currant jam ? You can't think 
how delighted I was the first time I saw black 
currant jam here ; it reminded me of my nursery 
days at home I " 
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lie ate steadily for a few minutes, and then 
said suddenly, as if out of his thoughts, ^' I don^t 
think North is badly hurt. The doctor says it 
will be but a slight affair, only he must be kept 
yery quiet. I think I'll be off as soon as I have 
finished breakfast to see how he is going on ! " 

"I would not if I were you, Mr. St. Maur. 
My brother will be here about midday and bring 
you a full report. Besides, as I have no one to 
go out with, I thought perhaps you would take 
me for a ride ! " Madeleine determined to keep 
him at all costs. 

"Why, yes; of course I will; I was rather a 
brute not to have thought of it I But the truth 
is, my brains have been wool-gathering. Things 
were so strange yesterday, I am always puzzling 
over them. You know, I really did shoot that 
wildebeest-creature; never made a better shot, 
and to be brow-beat and told I shot North, a 
nice, pleasant fellow, a thorough sportsman. It 
is not true ! It's more than I can stand." 

" Yes, it does seem very strange — but I sup- 
pose the best shots blunder sometimes. I will 
go and ask Ghamba what horse you can have, 
and let us ride toward Bladen's Poort ; we'll 
probably meet my brother coming down." 

This suggestion found favor not only in St. 
Maur's eyes, but especially in Mrs. Sutton's. She 
was quite radiant when she saw them off. She 
immediately retired to the kitchen to see to the 
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preparation of an extra good dinner, a favorite 
mode with her of expressing satisfaction. 

As Madeleine anticipated, they met John Erie 
and Forrester on their way to Eavenscleugh, and 
the report of the wounded man brought by them 
was all that could be wished. 

" The doctor says he would rather be without 
us," said Erie. " All he wants for his patient's 
recovery is absolute quiet, disinfectants and every 
sort of nourishment to be cold. In two or three 
days we'll be able to move him. Elliott says 
he'll give Forrester a nursing certificate ; he has 
been first-rate." 

This remark drew Madeleine's attention to 
Forrester, and she was struck with his haggard, 
worn look, as if he had gone through a time of 
severe anxiety and trial. 

" Gad ! I never had such a shock in my life," 
lie exclaimed as he met her eyes. " Fancy our 
(oming here to claim poor North's help and 
g uidance, and ending by being the death of him ! 
That would be a nice entry in our journal, hey, 
St. Maur ? " 

" Well, it wasn't my fault," returned St. Maur, 
doggedly. Forrester cast an expressive look at 
Madeleine as if to say : " Do you . hear the 
idiot ? " 

"Oh, never mind," said Erie. "North is as 
good as three dead men." 

They rode homeward together, Forrester not 
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attempting to come between Madeleine and her 
self-elected cavalier, and for the rest of the day 
she saw little of either gentleman, Forrester hav- 
ing retired to write letters, he said, and St. Maur 
having eaten a large dinner, absolutely guu 
through the afternoon without troubling any one, 
thanks to a long and profound sleep. 



It is extraordinary how rapidly the newest and 
most unexpected condition of things seems to be- 
come normal. To send up to the camp or laager 
every day for tidings and to convey fresh 
dainties, became a regular habit ; then within a 
week with infinite care North was moved down 
to Bavenscleugh and installed in the general sit- 
ting-room. In another ten days he was allowed 
to sit up in bed and a little later to move to a 
large ea«y chair. 

Meantime Forrester, who was now quite re- 
covered from the shock he had evidently re- 
ceived, suggested that this was a good time to 
pay a visit to a high official at Natal, some re- 
lation of Lady Bamborough, who had previously 
invited him very pressingly. After this if North 
sufficiently recovered they were to try and get 
some lion shooting under his guidance ; if not he 
would lend them his chief man Numjala as their 
huntsman. 

Having decided on this plan, Forrester pushed 
on their preparations. It was an extremely long 
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journey und they were to stop at two or three 
places then beginning to develop from villages 
into small towns. 

All this time Madeleine was very busy and 
happy. She proved an indefatigable aid-de-camp 
to Mrs. Sutton, and gave that worthy woman 
time to sit with her patient and darn socks 
sociably in his presence. Madeleine also did the 
state great service by taking off St. Maur oc- 
casionally to ride and listen to his oft-repeated 
descriptions and explanations as to how the mis- 
hap occurred to North, and how guiltless he was, 
usually winding up with a solemn shake of the 
head and an emphatic '^ It^s a queer business al- 
together, deuced queer." 

One day in the midst of Forrester's prepara- 
tions, seeing that St. Maur was in a very bad 
temper, Madeleine asked him to come and ride 
with her. He consented readily, and after going 
for some distance in comparative silence, the 
Honorable Tom broke out suddenly : 

" It is an infernal nuisance." 

" What is ? " she said, a little startled. 

" Being dragged off to Durban, which is no 
doubt a beastly hole, when I want to stay here 
till we can manage that lion hunt. Besides " 

" Is it not better to go and see some more of 
the country while you wait for Mr. North to be 
strong enough to shoot lions with you? You 
will soon want to go back to England." 
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^^'Soj I don't care to go back unless — " he 
stopped. 

"Unless what, Mr. St. Maur?" 

" You must know very well ; you must see : 
eh?" 

" See that you would rather not go back tc 
England ? " 

" That's not it exactly, but I don't care to go 
unless, unless, you come with me." 

" No, Mr. St. Maur, I did not see anything of 
that kind, and indeed I don't think you know 
exactly what you want. What would your 
mother say if you took back a wife from the 
wilds ? " 

"I don't mind what she would say. I will 
marry to please myself." 

" But you ought to marry to please her, too." 

" I tell you what it is. I don't care to live at 
all if I am obliged to go without you." 

" I am sure you have felt the same about other 
girls, Mr. St. Maur, and do not think me dis- 
agreeable or unkind, but though I like you and I 
am obliged to you for being so — so kind and all 
that, I would much rather not marry a man in a 
different social grade from myself." 

Still St. Maur argued his suit and then grew 
angry and uncivil, till Madeleine turned her 
horse's head very decidedly and returned home 
by tlie shortest way she could. 

Two days after Forrester and his charge 
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started for Durban, piloted by Mactier who knew 
the country down to the seacoast very well. 
The wagon, oxen and two or three native attend- 
ants being left in the neighborhood under tho 
supervision of Numjala. 

Madeleine was indeed glad to see them depart 
before Mrs. Sutton, who was engrossed by her 
nursing cares, had time to discover the terrible 
fact that Madeleine had marred her prospects by 
refusing, absolutely and point blank refusing, the 
Honorable Tom. 

Meantime North's convalescence proceeded 
without let or hindrance and at last the doctor 
gave him permission to rise from his bed and 
dress, declaring his own intention of resuming 
his long postponed expedition in search of beetles 
and butterflies. 

It was quite a joyful day when Dolly and Jim 
were permitted to visit the invalid. 

With many injunctions to be " quiet and well 
behaved, and not to go jumping on the poor dear 
man an' he just coming back from the gates of 
the grave," Mrs. Sutton introduced them to the 
general sitting-room, which, being lighter, larger 
and airier than any of the first floor bedrooms, 
had been given up to the invalid. North gave 
the children a warm welcome, though the weak- 
ness of his voice and languor of his manner 
rather awed them and consequently they wera 
by no means reluctant to go away. 



A Missing Hero 249 

"This is the first day you have dressed your- 
self more than huddling a dressing gown round 
ye," said Mrs. Sutton, examining him critically. 
" And it's very queer, but instead of looking older 
and more tattered-like, you've grown young. 
What with being thinner and paler and a lot of 
your beard cut away, I fancy you'll be like 
what you were as a boy before you was harried 
and racked by this wicked world. You've not 
had your bit of lunch yet ? Well, Miss Made- 
leine will bring you some beef tea, right good I 
can tell you, fit to make your hair stand on end 
for strength." 

" That I have no doubt, but you ought not to 
ask Miss Erie to carry things to me. I am 
ashamed to trouble her." 

" Sure, she doesn't mind. Hasn't she a heart 
as big as a shovel. She asks nothing better than 
to be helping people and taking care o' people 
so — an' here she is," as the door opened gently 
and Madeleine came in carrying a tray with a 
snowy napkin on it and a pretty old-fashioned 
broth basin full of beef tea ; a small pile of crisp 
brown strips of toast lay beside it, while under 
her arm she held an English newspaper. 

North made a feeble effort to rise. 

"No, no, you must not move," exclaimed 
Madeleine, as Mrs. Sutton placed a small table 
beside their patient, and a footstool under his 
feet. Then Madeleine put down her tray and 
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dre\y up a blind which had been lowered to keep 
out the morning sun. 

^' I really begin to think I have been and am a 
prince in disguise all this time, to find myself 
waited upon by a princess not at all disguised," 
said North, smiling. 

" True for you, Mr. North, an' sure Miss Made- 
leine has put on her best in honor of your begin- 
ning to sit up in a regular way and receive 
company. Isn't that the blue frock ye bought 
from old Mactier ? " 

^^ Yes. I have been a whole month making it" 

" Well, it's many a thing you have done 
besides." 

'^ You see, I do not like to leave all the smart- 
ness to Mr. North, who looks so very spruce." 

** So I've just been telling him. Grown young 
again no less. Now, my darling, you stop and 
see that he doesn't leave his beef tea but drink it 
all up like a good boy, and I'll go and make your 
pudding for you, Miss Madeleine. I haven't too 
much time," and with a benign look Mrs. Sutton 
departed. 

^^ John has sent you two English papers, Mr. 
North. They came yesterday, I have some flowers 
for you but I could not carry all together." 

"You'll come back, though," he exclaimed, 
earnestly, as she went toward the door. 

'' Oh, yes, certainly," with a smile and a flitting 
blush at his eagerness. 
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North watched the door with wistful eyes 
until it reopened to admit her, laden with a large 
bowl of fragrant flowers, which she placed in the 
open window that the soft air might breathe 
over the blossoms and carry their scent to the 
convalescent. " Now," said Madeleine, " if you 
have quite finished your beef tea I will read to 
you." 

" I have not left a drain nor a crumb of my 
toast. I really feel as if it did me good. But 
talk to me a little before we talk politics. Is 
that the dress poor St. Maur wanted to help you 
choose? That was almost the first day I ever 
saw you." 

" Yes. What a long time ago it seems I " A 
little pause while Madeleine drew forth an em- 
bryo sock and bestowed her attention upon her 
knitting. 

How soothing it was to let his eyes dwell upon 
the harmony of her thoughtful, refined face, how 
good it was to be weak and needing help, and 
being left to Madeleine's quiet care, with its 
dainty little touch of authority that lent a sweet 
motherliness to her tone. What awful trouble 
he was storing up for himself ! How was he to 
bear his life without her when the time came for 
him to go forth alone, and what would she think 
of him if she knew all his story ? 

North was a man of strong passion, which was 
curbed and purified by the deep tenderness of his 
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nature, and his great love of beauty. If he tried 
to win his sweet young nurse how should he fare? 
He did not deserve her. 

He wished she would look up at him. 

He was letting the silence last too long. His 
heart was brimming over with loving images and 
profound admiration, but all he allowed himself 
to say was apropos of Mrs. Sutton's last words : 

" Are you really very fond of pudding?" 

Madeleine laughed as if much amused. 

^^ Mrs. Sutton spoke of making one as of a 
solemn function." 

" Well, it is, in her eyes. As you can imagine 
birthdays and anniversaries are great occasions, 
and it is lamentable not to keep them. Now, 
my brother during the trying time we were 
away from him forgot all about family festivals. 
They made him sad if he recalled them, so they 
were repressed. Mrs. Sutton, however, would 
not let them go quite. Her mode of making a 
f6te for whoever has a birthday is to make him 
or her a favorite pudding. We always choose 
them, so I am looking forward to an apple char 
lotte ; and you shall have some, too ! " 

" That is rather a supreme culinary effort, is 
it not ? " 

" I believe so." 

"And this is your birthday? How old are 
you ? May I be forgiven for such a breach of 
the conventional ? " 



A Missing Hero 253 

" Oh, yes ; I am nineteen." 

" You rather give me the idea of being older, 
you seem to think so much." 

"I dream a good deal, if that is what you 
mean." 

" And this is your birthday," repeated North, 
musingly. " The most important day in my own 
life is mixed up with a birthday. Well, you look 
very nice in your new frock, and what a pretty neck- 
let of daisies ! I never saw you wear that before." 

" No ! " returned Madeleine. *' It is my crown 
jewel. I rarely wear it." She colored and grew 
white and laid aside her knitting. 

" Pray indulge the childish whim of your pa- 
tient," said North, with one of his caressing 
smiles. " Let me hold your necklet in my hand." 
Madeleine with a brief nod unfastened and 
handed it to him. 

North gazed at it fixedly, and hanging it over 
Ills left hand, leant his cheek against it, and un- 
obtrusively turned his head till his lips touched 
the silver daisies, still warm from lying against 
Madeleine's white throat. 

" Pray give it back to me," she said, uneasily. 
" It worries you in some way. You have grown 
pale — and " 

"Tell me!" he interrupted. "I do not ask 
from idle curiosity, where — where did you get 
this necklace of silver daisies and golden hearts ? 
It is uncommon " 
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'^ It was given to me in London a long, long 
time ago. Do you fancy you have ever seen it 
before ? " 

" Yes, I do ! Of course it is not the only daisy 
necklace that ever was made, but it is strange to 
find it here, in the depths of South Africa — at 
least one like — " he paused. 

" Like what ? " asked Madeleine, shrewdly. 

" The one in my mind," he returned, still gaz- 
ing at it. *' Do tell me all about it and I will 
tell you why I want to know." 

^^ I shall not exact that penalty ! " exclaimed 
Madeleine, frankly. "You shall know all I 
know." She paused a moment, a curious thrill 
of emotion passing through her at the idea of 
having reached the crucial moment when all 
would be explainjdd between them, perhaps. For 
if he did not choose to confess his identity she 
would not be so rude, so intrusive as to say she 
recognized him. " It was the chief event of my 
life I " she began, her large blue eyes gazing 
dreamily far away back up the stream of tima 
"I had gone to stay with my sister, my half 
sister, who is nearly as old as John. She was to 
put me in school, but as she is the kindest 
creature in the world, she gave me a delightful 
holiday first. In the midst of it I had a birth- 
day. My sister (who was a widow) had many 
friends and acquaintances, among them a gentle- 
man (quite a young man) whom she liked very 
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much; every one did. He was so bright and 
kindy and young, I mean youthful. Why he 
used to play with me as if he were a boy, and I 
was such a shy, wild sort of woodland child that 
no one ever noticed except dear Kitty I I mean 
my sister — well, on my birthday some children 
came to play with me. They frightened me a 
good deal and the boys quarreled. In the middle 
of the party my sister's friend came and lifted 
me on his knee, then he took a lovely case from 
his pocket and showed me this necklace, and 
clasped it round my neck, saying I was a good 
little girl, or something pleasant of that kind, 
and I felt so happy," continued Madeleine, her 
eyes fixed on the carpet, her color coming and 
going in rather a distracting way. 

North listened, his soul in his leyes, ^^ and this 
agreeable young gentleman's name?" he asked 
in a curious, constrained voice. 

" Geoflfrey Lisle," returned Madeleine, almost in 
a whisper, but very distinctly, anxious to ascer- 
tain how North would take it, or if he would con- 
fess his identity. 

"And you?" he exclaimed, leaning forward, 
** my God ! can you be that sweet little Sissy, that 
delicate little violet of a child I I never knew 
she had any name but Sissy ! Ah ! how well I 
remember the delightful child I knew then, but I 
cannot trace much resemblance to her in you 1 " 
Madeleine smiled archly. 
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" No, I cannot pay compliments to a beloved 
old friend such as you are ! " he went on with a 
certain degree of vehemence. ''Tell me, oh!— 
but it is impossible you can recognize me ! years 
of a rough life, association with savages, repent- 
ance, all this must have changed me completely, 
you could not know me." 

" The first day you came up on the stoop, your 
look, your voice startled me ; before we said good- 
night I was almost sure, and before a week was 
over I could hardly keep my lips steady to your 
new name -^ — " 

She stopped abruptly, a little chilled by the 
tone in which he had confessed to ^^ repentance;" 
what could he have done ? 

'^Come!" exclaimed North, "let me put on 
the necklace again, be good and gracious 1 " 

Madeleine knelt down by him, understanding 
what he meant, and taking the necklace held it 
to her neck, while he clasped it. Then to her 
great surprise he kissed her very gently on the 
brow. 

"That," he said, "is farewell to my child 
friend — will the woman be my friend also? 
Promise me that boon, Madeleine I I could not 
call you Miss Erie now I " 

" Oh, no ! " she said, rising and returning to 
her seat, her heart throbbing fast. " Friends of 
ten years' standing can dispense with surnames^ 
only I — ^you may trust me/' she flushed agaiOi 
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" so long as you choose to be North I will never 
speak to you or of you by any other name, or let 
myself think of you by any other, lest I should 
utter your real name by chance." 

" I would trust my life to you, sweetest friend 1 
You do not know the joy of finding some one 
with whom I can be myself at last ! Yes, for the 
present I shall continue to be Graham North, but 
I must endeavor to extricate myself from this 
false position. It is a birthday for me, also, 
Madeleine ! I shall be a new man from this 
day." 

" Dear Mr. North I You excite yourself too 
much, you are so flushed. I almost wish I had 
not worn my daisies ! " 

" You must not say that, sweet friend. This 
has been the happiest day I have had since I saw 
you ten years ago. Don't you think me a fright- 
fully old chap?" 

Madeleine laughed. '^ I do not think you are 
the sort of a man who easily grows old," she said. 

"But tell me about Mrs. Merrick," returned 
North (as he must still be called). "What a 
brilliant,, charming woman she was. What a 
fine, frank, joyous, generous nature she has, or 
had." 

"Oh, thank God, she is alive and well. She 
married General Blair," etc., etc., and Madeleine 
gave him a sketeh of her sister's life, to which he 
^tened with interest. 



258 A Missing Hero 

" And you yourself, how has life treated you ? 
You know if we are to be friends you must make 
me your confidante ! " 

^^ I have so little to tell. My days have been 
all very like each other." 

" Then you must have been bored to death 1 " 

"I was not, indeed ! You see, I always had 
plenty to do, and that makes a great difference ! " 

^^ I dare say, and work cuts satan off from his 
opportunities. Madeleine, I like to say Made- 
leine I Sissy ought to have developed into 
Madeleine! Did you never go to dances or 
corrobberees of any kind? Did none of the 
young gentlemen in turn-down collars and 
Eton jackets of your acquaintance tell you you 
were charming ? " 

" I only knew old ones ! " she said, laughing ; 
" and they scolded me for my shortcomings." 

" Great powers ! Can age be so chilling ? " 

" I do not know ! What I do know is that if 
you do not read something of the two papers my 
brother sent you he will be very much surprised." 

" That is very likely ; what did he say of the 
news ? If you can tell me that I will repeat his 
own views to him and he will credit me with a 
most attentive perusal of the columns." 

^' Let us do so in earnest. John is away at the 
far end of the farm. I shall have time to read a 
good deal to you before he comes back." 

She went across the room for the papers, 
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and having given North his cigar case and 
matches, proceeded to read aload the first lead- 
ing article. 

North had some difficulty in fixing his atten- 
tion. Every now and then he would interrupt 
the flow of a disquisition on the unfathomable 
depths of the French emperor's political insight, 
or the stupidity of our own ministers by a sudden 
question respecting Mrs. Merrick or herself, or 
some personal matter. Madeleine, however, con- 
stantly recalled his attention to the subjects 
treated of in the paper, though she longed to 
talk of the past as much as he did, only she 
feared to give way to her own inclinations in any 
direction, so heavenlv sweet was it to feel she 
was the trusted friend of Geoffrey Lisle. How 
easily and swiftly the climax for which she had 
so ardently longed had come about. Would he 
ever tell her why he had fled from country and 
friends ? It could not — no, it could not be for 
any disgraceful reason. 



CHAPTER XV 

St. Maub and bis director departed, profound 
peace settled down on Bavenscleugh and its in- 
mates. North made steady progress toward com- 
plete recovery. It was rather remarkable how 
much a wound in the chest affected his eyesight, 
also it tired his arms to hold up a newspaper. 
He was therefore frequently obliged to ask Made- 
leine to read aloud to him, and the reading often 
merged into reminiscence and rambling, pleasant 
talk. 

These were delightful days ; involuntarily both 
dropped into a tone of considerably greater famil- 
iarity when they were alone, than when with 
Erie or Mrs. Sutton or even the children. 

There was not an incident, not an expehence, 
mental or emotional of her simple life that Made- 
leine was not drawn into detailing in these long, 
confidential interviews, though of all girls the 
least disposed to talk about self. 

" You seem to me to do a good deal of think- 
ing," said North, after a pause of some duration. 
" You cast all the odds and ends you have learned 
(and I cannot say they gave you a liberal educa- 
tion) into a sort of mental stock pot, and extract 
every atom of nourishment possible from them I " 

200 
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^^ Thank you. It is a compliment! but not 
very elegantly turned. Fancy comparing the 
mental laboratory of a young lady, who was, you 
said, a princess not even disguised, to a stock 
pot!" 

" Well, it is rather brutal. I have deteriorated 
woefully, but I do not the less admire your power 
of thought ; you see ever so many more sides to 
every subject than I do. I am a lazy beggar on 
the whole." 

" Not physically lazy, Mr. North. I should say 
you are most energetic. What fatigue you can 
undergo, what hardships you can bear and " 

" And all for nothing," he interrupted. " My 
life has been woefully wasted." 

'' Not so much as you think, I imagine," said 
Madeleine, dropping her work in her lap and 
gazing away through the open window. " You 
must have gathered a great deal of out-of-the-way 
knowledge, and some day it will come in useful, 
as Mrs. Sutton says of her rag bag ! " 

" Is that a return for my stock pot ? " 

"Oh, no. It was an excellent illustration. 
How have you managed for books all these long 
years ? " 

" Done without them ! I do not think I am 
naturally fond of books, and here I did not want 
them ! " 

" I have always longed for them," said Made- 
leine. " I think the people I have most envied 
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are some schoolfellows of mine who once asked 
me to stay part of my summer holidays. Their 
father was a very learned man and I must sav 
seemed rather dull. They had a large library 
and every magazine and newspaper you can think 
of. I used to think what bliss it would be to sit 
and read in that library all day long ! " 

" Better for your mental health that you were 
not able to have such a surfeit — you would have 
read away all your originality I " 

" Would that have been any great loss ? " 

" Yes ! You would have been less charming ! " 

" Mr. North ! if we are to be real friends, you 
should not talk in a complimentary strain! I 
want to be friends with you — and — " she paused, 
for his eves dwelt on her very earnestly and 
gravely indeed with something of pain in their 
lingering gaze. 

" Well, to be serious and fault-finding, why do 
you let your brother get out of your grasp ? '* 

" How do you mean ? " 

" You are less at home with him than with any 
one else, and he does not understand yon in the 
very least. You should have more faith in your- 
self, Madeleine I The only creature you seem to 
fear is your brother. That is not the way to win 
a man of his nature." 

" Oh ! I know that quite well ! but how can I 
help it ! I am utterly dependent on him and I 
am bound with fetters of iron by the sense of 
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being a burden. I sometimes feel I am a crimi- 
nal for being alive ! " 

" An idea quite unworthy of your sound com- 
mon sense ! Why ! the sight of your harmonious 
presence in his house ought to compensate for a 
large outlay." 

" That is quite silly ! You know it is." 

" Ah, well, every one may not agree with me, 
but that is my view of the subject." Madeleine 
made no reply but addressed herself to her task, 
mending a sadly torn frock of Dolly's. 

" I am going to ask a favor," resumed North. 
** It is this — do not tell your brother that you and 
I have ever met before, not at least till I tell you 
you may ! I have some matters to put straight 
before I confess myself fully ! " 

" Very well, you may be sure I will not." 

" And you will not think that I am plotting to 
poison Mr. Erie and produce a forged will be- 
stowing Ravenscleugh on me and the guardian- 
ship of the children, whom I should proceed to 
kill by inches ! Tell me, don't you wonder what 
it was that drove me forth like Cain to wander 
to and fro, eh ? " 

" Yes, I do, but I shall never ask to know. If 
you choose to tell me I shall listen with all my 
heart." 

" Most delicate and delightful of friends, you 
do not know how heavenly sweet it is to me to 
meet my little peri of the past after my long ban- 
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ishment from all I knew and cared for I Some- 
times when we are together of an evening and I 
meet your eyes ! — ^ah, well, you'll accuse me of 
talking nonsense again ; but it is not nonsense ! 
And if I am an outspoken barbarian, you must 
forgive me." 

Madeleine felt dizzy with the strange thrill of 
almost painful pleasure that shivered through her 
veins at his words and tone ; she did not dare to 
speak. 

" Tell me," said North, resuming in a different 
tone, " what do you think of Forrester ? " 

'^ I have never made up my mind about him. 
He can be very amusing, even interesting ; he has 
read and seen so much — but I " 

'^ You do not think him capable of the deep- 
dyed villainy my good friend Mrs. Sutton sus- 
pects ? " 

" Suspects ! " echoed Madeleine laughing. 
"Kather firmly believes. No! I cannot think 
why she has such rooted antipathy to Mr. Fo^ 
rester." 

''He treated her a little contemptuously at 
first, and Mrs. Sutton is an unforgiving Celt. I 
find Forrester a pleasant companion, yet he some- 
times jars upon me. I fancy he is a thorough 
materialist and a little vindictive. I should not 
offend him if I were you, Madeleine." 

" I try not, yet I feel I often do." 

''But I am more occupied," resumed North, 
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^* by a delightful idea that has suggested itself. 
I feel so strong that if you will come and take 
care of me I shall try a short ride to-morroyr. I 
have been making up my mind to revisit Eng- 
land, and I want to get up my strength, so " 

The door opened and John Erie walked in. 
His brow clouded over as he saw Madeleine set- 
tled at her work, evidently quite at home ; but 
he spoke pleasantly enough and began to speak 
of their neighbors (some twelve miles oflf), a Boer 
family, who had been treating some native serv- 
ants with great cruelty, and Madeleine, feeling 
disturbed needlessly, she told herself, by a vague 
consciousness that her brother did not like to see 
her on such friendly terms with North, gathered 
up her mending and went away to seek Dolly 
and take her to walk. 

That evening North bestowed very little notice 
on Madeleine. He played backgammon with his 
host and talked with him respecting the antag- 
onism which seemed developing between the Eng- 
lish colonists and the Boers and other grave 
topics. 

When, however, he was saying good-night, for 
he still retired early, North said to his host : " I 
hope to be able to ride round the farm with 
you in a day or two. I shall begin to train to- 
morrow. Perhaps Miss Erie will take care of 
rae." 

*^ Of course she will," said Erie carelessly, as 
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Madeleine did not reply immediately, " only yea 
must not stay out too late." 

"Oh, I'll be prudent. You know Elliott said 
he expected that I should be quite myself — ^able 
to try a little lion shooting in six weeks from 
the time of the accident, and it is nearly four 
now." 

" Don't be too venturesome. Good-night." 

The next morning was cold and stormy, there- 
fore North was obliged to stay indoors. He 
passed most of the day alone, and when Made- 
leine joined him, rather late in the afternoon, 
Dolly came too, as the weather obliged Mrs. Sut- 
ton to forbid her going out. 

The following day, however, was bright and 
calm, so Madeleine and her patient, as he called 
himself, had a very delightful ride, which she 
had some difficulty in persuading him to keep 
within reasonable limits and she brought him 
back triumphantly, looking greatly refreshed and 
professing a large appetite. 

Still a " little cloud like a man's hand " began 
to gather over Madeleine's spirit, she did not 
know why or wherefore, but vague anticipation 
of something painful or unpleasant awaiting 
her round the next turning of her onward road. 

For the present all looked fair enough. The 
day ended cheerfully and in the evening a letter 
came by a Kaffir messenger from Forrester telling 
of tbeif progress, which on tb§ whole bad been 
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fairly good. They had now accomplished half 
their journey and reached a region sufficiently 
civilized to maintain a passenger coach and they 
therefore hoped to proceed more rapidly, but he 
believed that in the case of flooded rivers they 
would probably be packed into a sort of box and 
pulled across the river by means of a rope and 
pulley. 

*^ This seems to have a very sickening effect on 
St. Maur, who seems inconsolable at leaving 
Bavenscleugh, at which I am not surprised. He 
is bent on having a try at some lions if North is 
sufficiently recovered to be our ' guide, philoso- 
pher and friend,' so I hope to see you again when 
we can discuss " 

Here Erie, who had been reading Forrester's 
effusion aloud, stopped abruptly and continued to 
read in silence. 

" I am inclined to think Forrester a promising 
young fellow," he said at length as he folded up 
the letter. " The Bamborough family, who have 
great interest, are sure to hoist him into some 
good appointment, and given a chance, he is sure 
to make the most of it." 

" Yes, I think so," returned North absently, 
" he has plenty of brains." 

" I should like to cross a river in a box," ex- 
claimed Jimmy, who had listened eagerly to his 
father's reading, " but suppose the rope broke-— 
broke?" 
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" Then you would be drowned," said Erie. 

"Faith I I am not afraid of that, for Mr. 
Forrester said," said Mrs. Sutton, threading her 
needle viciously — "it's my opinion that he'll 
come to a different sort of ending." 

" You must not be a prophet of evil, my dear 
Mrs. Sutton," said North, laughing. 

" Madeleine," said her brother half an hour 
after, when she returned to the dining-room to 
fetch Dolly her best and newest doll, having put 
that young lady to bed, " sit down ; I want to 
speak to you." 

Mrs. Sutton had gone upstairs and Erie was 
quite alone. 

Madeleine at once complied, with a strange 
sinking of the heart. Her brother was silent for 
a minute or two, then throwing away the re- 
mains of his cigar into the fire, he began with a 
sort of eflfort. 

" I have taken a rather disagreeable task upon 
myself, but I feel bound to act a father's part to- 
ward you, Madeleine." 

" You have always done so, John," lifting her 
soft dark eyes to his, and perhaps for the first 
time it dawned upon him that some men might 
find her charming. 

" I have tried," he said briefly. " I want to 
point out that it is neither well nor seemly to be- 
stow so much of your time and attention on our 
friend Korth. He is a good fellow, but men are 
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conceited and apt to think women ready to jump 
into their arms, so I think it right to warn you." 

" But John, Mr. North is not at all that sort 
of person! He is simple and straightforward, 
not " 

" Has he ever asked vou to be his wife ? " in- 
terrupted John in rather a " knock-you-down " 
tone. 

" No, certainly not. I do not suppose he ever 
thought of such a thing I " returned Madeleine, 
coloring almost painfully to the roots of her 
hair. 

"Then take my advice and don't make your- 
self too cheap ! Even if North had made you an 
offer, you should never have my consent to marry 
him. I like him and he may be all right, but 
there's a mystery about him that needs to be 
cleared up, and mystery always means mischief. 
He may have a wife in Europe — in half a dozen 
places — so let us have no more philandering and 
reading aloud and all that nonsense ! North can 
read for himself perfectly well. I'm afraid, 
Madeleine, you are too fond of admiration and 
addicted to flirt, which is rather contemptible in 
a woman." 

" It is rather more contemptible in a man," said 
Madeleine, bristling up at her brother's tone. " I 
try to make myself pleasant to your guests, but 
my conscience does not accuse me of flirting with 
them, though they may like to flirt with me. 
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which is not unnatural, as I am the first white 
woman they have seen for some time." 

Erie looked at her with unbounded surprise, as 
an eagle might if a dove ruffled her feathers in 
defiance of him, so impossible did it seem that 
she should show fight. 

^' I thought you had too much sense to make so 
flippant a speech," said Erie sternly. " It does 
not improve my opinion of you. Of course it 
would be a satisfaction and a relief to see you 
settled ; I mean married to a solid, honest man, 
and such a chance might oflfer, when I hope you 
would not hesitate to take it, meantime I'll have 
no more nonsense with North, mind you that." 

"You may be very sure I shall not again 
offend, only you must not expect me to change 
all at once. Let me retire slowly and in good 
order from the pleasant friendship that has 
grown up between Mr. North and myself. Good- 
night, John." 

Before Erie could collect himself to reply she 
was gone. 

Never before had so bitter a cup been held to 
Madeleine's lips. To be accused of the vulgarity 
of seeking admiration, of the commonness of 
flirting, lowered her in her own esteem. " It is 
very pleasant to be admired, to laugh and chat 
with people you like," she thought, " but to exert 
one's self to attract either is unworthy the con- 
duct of a true-hearted girl ! " and she blushed to 
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think how deeply and warmly she had grown to 
love North, what rapture it would be to give her 
life to him, if he loved her enough to care for the 
gift. Now she felt bound to place their pleasant 
intercourse on an entirely different footing, and 
he would think her changeable— whimsical- 
while she could never, never explain matters, not 
even if he asked for an explanation. She could 
never tell him of her brother's accusation and 
suspicion. Then after all it was by no means im- 
possible that Geoffrey Lisle (as she loved to 
think of him) had married some person who was 
not exactly the right one, for he was evidently a 
creature of impulse — or had been. This reflec- 
tion gave her the keenest pain, also it gave her a 
new power of resistance, she must exercise some 
common sense, some caution I This new inten- 
tion of North's to revisit England, coupled with 
his avowed feeling of repentance, might mean a 
desire to atone for past misconduct to a wronged 
and deserted wife. But could Geoffrey Lisle be 
cruel to any one, one, too, that he had promised 
to love and cherish ? Ah ! it was quite beyond 
the range of her knowledge, her power of divina- 
tion to conjecture, she must do the best she could 
by the glimmer of light vouchsafed her — at any 
rate she had passed a heavenly week or two, 
since she had succeeded in recalling herself to 
North's memory I He liked her very, very much, 
of that she had no doubt, and nothing could 
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efface the fact that he trusted her, that they had 
a secret between them — this would be a sweet 
savor to her soul through all the years to come. 

This conversation with her brother was a crud 
stab, but not a wound to weep over, no I It was 
a fiery ordeal which annealed her heart to a 
stronger and nobler temper. 

John Erie had been a good deal offended by 
his sister's replies. Ue was one of those tho^ 
oughly worthy Englishmen who never gave any 
second meaning to a word, or read between the 
lines of any letter. He believed good hard work- 
ing women deserving of all respect, and also 
fondly believed he gave it to them, whereas the 
least freedom of opinion, the smallest self-asser- 
tion on their part excited his contemptuous an- 
ger, his determined opposition. 

It seemed to him that Madeleine was continu- 
ing the same intimate tone with North when they 
all met at breakfast next morning. She was gay 
and culpably familiar. True that unobservant 
as he usually was he did notice that she looked 
exceedingly pale and that soft, dusky shadows lay 
below her eyes, but she smiled brightly upon 
their guest and his eyes followed her with a Idnd 
of fascination. Presently Madeleine, addressing 
her brother, said pleasantly: "I am going to 
promote Dolly and Jim ; what do you think they 
are going to add to their studies ? " 

^^ Does that mean lessons ? " he asked gruffly. 
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"Yes. They are to begin German to-day. 
Dolly thinks she will like to learn." 

"Well, I don't care to talk the language of 
those nasty, dirty Boers," cried Jim. 

" I do not see that there's much good in trou- 
bling about it," added Erie. 

" I am not so sure," exclaimed North. " I 
have always found it an. advantage in dealing 
with the Boers to speak their language, and be- 
lieve me, you'll have a good deal to do with them 
by the time this boy of yours reaches manhood." 

" I fear I cannot teach a very profound knowl- 
edge of the language. I have only learned what 
I know from books, still I can. break up the 
ground a little I So, Mr. North, you must take 
your ride with my brother to-day, for the chil- 
dren's holidays have lasted rather too long." 

" I'm glad you thought of it," said Erie. 

"Sure Dolly has had lessons in the kitchen 
every day of her life ! " put in Mrs. Sutton, "and 
I'll back cooking against German anyjday." 

"There's some truth in that," returned the 
master. " Well, North ! let us ride over and see 
how St. Maur's wagon and traps and the oxen 
are being looked after. I fancy they'll not be 
much longer away. Then I think they'll want 
some lion shooting, after which I fancy they are 
disposed to return home. Forrester has his own 
plans. He is an ambitious fellow and will go 
far, or I am much mistaken." 
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" Oh, he has plenty of brains ! " agreed North. 

So it was arranged that Erie and his guest 
should ride together, and from that day North 
had no t6te-drt6te walk or ride with his child 
friend. She was as frankly kind as ever, and 
sometimes joined him and Erie in their excur- 
sions, but try as he would, he could never catch 
her alone. This he felt well aware could not 
happen without contrivance, and North began to 
think that being a sensible, thoughtful girl, 
Madeleine no doubt reflected that she would be 
wise to avoid too close an intimacy with a man 
who had such a gap in his life, as ten years, quite 
unaccounted for. He had flattered himself that 
the impression he had made on her childish heart 
was not quite obliterated, yet to explain himself 
to her and her brother did not exactly suit him 
just yet, and he feared so puritanical a man as 
John Erie would view his story with strong dis- 
approbation. Yet he was too profoundly fasci- 
nated by his newest, deepest love to give up hope 
easily, though he feared Madeleine was drifting 
away from him. Meantime she grew paler and 
thinner as the gulf which had opened between 
them grew wider, and John Erie congratulated 
himself on the result of a few '^ sensible, authori- 
tative words " to a silly girl. 

It was more than five weeks since North had 
fallen a victim to St. Maur's erratic shooting and 
he had apparently regained his normal condition 
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of health and strength. He had even begun to 
talk of riding up to the Lakahari village, where 
he had left Kumjala in charge of his wagon, 
oxen and scanty belongings. As he informed 
Erie, he had almost made up his mind to visit 
England, but first he must put his affairs in 
order. 

" And who shall you leave in charge until you 
return ? " 

" I may not return," said North slowly, as if 
to himself. " Anyway I shall make my way to 
Cape Town, and leave my affairs in the hands of 
Fleming, you know Fleming, the general agents 
— I have always found them very satisfactory 
people." 

" Yes, I believe they are," returned Erie, and 
there was a pause. 

Erie, his sister and guest were riding together 
rather late in the afternoon, and drawing near 
home, when Erie suddenly exclaimed, " I must 
go round by old Kalara's Kraal. They tell me he 
has been very sick these last few days. He is one 
of our Becuana herds. He has been a long time 
on the land, with poor Sykes before I came here. 
You can go on home, Madeleine, we'll come on 
soon." 

" I remember him, years ago," rejoined North. 
" Well, it's still a couple of miles from the 
house, so I will see Miss Erie home ; it is rather 
too far for her to ride alone." 
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This was said very quietly but resolutely, and 
Erie felt he could not refuse assent without 
creating an argument which was by no means 
what would suit him. 

" Oh, very well, thank you," he said civilly, 
and presently he turned off by a cart track which 
led to a more distant part of the farm. 

North pressed his horse with his heel and drew 
close to Madeleine's side, and they rode for a 
few yards in silence. 

"Madeleine," said North, at length, in his 
deep, soft tones, which sent a quiver along the 
currents of her lifeblood as though they had 
been a vocal caress, " how have I offended ? " 

" You have not offended at all," she returned 
quickly, rejoicing to have a chance of speaking 
to him, yet feeling embarrassed how to explain a 
change which was involuntary. 

" Then why have you sent me into banishment ? 
If you had chosen I might have had many a con- 
fidential talk with you. If you had any idea 
what a refreshment of the soul that is to me, yoa 
would not deny it." 

Madeleine did not speak for a minute. 

She could not fence with Geoffrey Lisle, she 
was so hedged in by difficulties her brother had 
created that she dared not be frank. 

" I have often wished to talk to you as I used," 
she began at last, " but I could not." 

" I think I understand," said North thought- 
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fully. " You brother disapproves of your friend- 
ship with me." 

" Why do you think so ? " 

'^ Because no man would like to see his sister 
on terms of intimate friendship with a man 
whose antecedents are as vague and mysterious 
as mine. I should not. My sweet little friend, 1 
would not get you into a scrape for the world, so 
I shall avoid an air of mutual understanding. 
Erie is a ' dour ' man, as he would say himself 
and would strongly object to it, but I am going 
to England. I am going to give myself another 
chance. Promise me to believe I am not half bad 
until I am proved to be so wholly, or reappear 
an honorable man, though mistaken and perhaps 
weak." . 

" Yes, I will," said Madeleine earnestly, " I do 
believe in you! I feel that you are good and 
true." 

" Thank you. You give me heart and hope." 
He pressed close to her side and took her hand 
in a close warm grasp. 

^' And will you promise me something ? " said 
Madeleine, drawing away her hand very gently. 

" Yes, anything, everything ! " 

" When you go to London — I suppose you will 
go to London — you must go and see my sister. 
I will give you the address where she may 
•always be heard of. General Blair, Senior 
United Service Club. He is always ill, poor 
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man. Go and see her and I am quite sure she 
will remember you. I have never mentioned 
you to her. I feared you would not like me to 
do so, and you may want people to remember 
you ! " 

" You are a wise little woman. Of course I 
shall. It may be a matter of importance to 
me." 

They had now reached the house and the dusk 
of evening was circling round them. 

North dismounted and his horse walked off to 
the stables, while the rider went to lift Madeleine 
from her saddle, then held her for a moment or 
two in an almost painfully close embrace. 

" I may see you again before I leave Africa," 
he whispered, " but this is good-by for me. Ee- 
member your promise and pray for me, sweet- 
heart and best, that I may meet you again. I 
dare say no more now." He released her and 
she went silently into the house. 



CHAPTER XVI 

"I HAVE a curious missive from St. Maur," 
said North when he came in to dinner the next 
day. "A native runner handed it to me as I 
was coming back from the ox kraal just now. 
They have had fine times in Natal and Forrester 
has dragged him through the Drakenbergs to 
enrich the book with a description of the scenery. 
Now they are resting at some village, 1 can't 
make out the name. He asks me to let them find 
a letter at Bloemfontein, as he and Forrester are 
very anxious to do some lion shooting before 
they quit Africa." 

"You are not up to such sport, are you?" 
asked Erie. 

" I think I shall be by the time they can join 
me at my Lakahari laager. It's a long trek, 
though they travel light. I must dismiss most 
of my people and make arrangements about tak- 
ing the wagons to the Cape or Durban, the only 
places where I shall get a decent price for them. 
I shall tell St. Maur they must keep away north- 
east and make straight away for the Lakahari 
country. It will save a long round if they avoid 
the detour by Ravenscleugh I " 

" They won't do that, I'll go bail," said Mrs. 

879 
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Sutton, with a wise shake of her head. " They'll 
want to leave the cart and the horses and what 
not, and say, ' how d'ye do, and good-by,' and all 
that. Mr. Forrester thinks we would be break- 
ing our hearts because we shouldn't see him 
again." 

" That would rather be St. Maur's view," said 
North, smiling. " Forrester has plenty of confi- 
dence in himself, but he is not cenceited." 

"Well, well, I can't see much difference be- 
tween confidence and conceit," returned Mrs. 
Sutton, cutting vigorously into a sirloin of beef. 

" Eat your dinner, North, you can write your 
letter after. I suppose St. Maur's messenger will 
take back your answer ? " 

" Yes, so he says." 

Madeleine listened, a cold chill spreading from 
her heart through her veins, at the idea of North 
throwing himself into the fatigues and dangers 
of this very risky sport before his strength could 
possibly be reestablished, and then he would de- 
part perhaps without seeing her again. Had he 
not said good-by the evening before 1 at the rec- 
ollection of the tender empassioned embrace in 
which he had held her for a moment as he asked 
her to believe he was not " half bad " the quick 
color mounted to her brow. " I ought to be 
angry, I suppose," she thought, " but I am not ! 
I cannot be. I think he is still fond of me, sa 
he used to be when I was a little child, only how 
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different it is ! Yet we may never, never meet 
again." 

'^ If we have any luck in our lion hunt, Miss 
Erie," North was saying, when she forced her- 
self to look up, " I'll bring you a couple of lion's 
claws for a brooch. They look very well; I'll 
have them set properly ; leave that to me ! " 

"It will be a strange ornament," returned 
Madeleine. 

" Quite a suitable one for * Una,' eh 1 " he 
. said, with an expressive glance, " but you will 
wear it." 

" Oh, yes ! If you remember to have it done ; 
you will have so much to do." 

" Trust me," he returned with emphasis. 

Soon after he rose from the table, saying he 
had a volume of letters to write, "for," he 
added, " my most important directions must go 
to Mactier I That shrewd old sawney is making 
a small fortune out of those fellows." 

"Small," echoed Erie, "I should say large. 
I'll come with you. North, for I have a sugges- 
tion or two to make," and both left the room. 

When Forrester and his charge set out for 
Natal he was (as St. Maur said, speaking of his 
many trials during his famous South African ex- 
pedition) in a beastly temper. But St. Maur 
little knew how that enterprising person's spirit 
burned within him with fury against his bad 
luck, his infernal uncertain shooting. 
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Kever had so fine a chance been offered to an 
aspiring beggar as had been given to him, and 
he was unhampered by any hesitating weakness 
of conscience. 

That Korth stood in his way was quite sufS- 
cient reason to a man of Forrester's nature for 
removing him from that objectionable position 
by any means, but in addition to this powerful 
motive he had a sound substantial dislike to him. 
North's easy, attractive manners, his indifference 
to his own reputation as a " mighty hunter," his 
generosity and high-mindedness, were intolerable 
to this masked enemy, who felt as if his presence 
dwarfed him into contemptible insignificance; 
everything came to North without an effort. 
Was ever fate so propitious up to a certain point 
as that day when they stood in the valley to 
shoot the wildebeests as they passed? From all 
that occurred after, Forrester gathered how 
thoroughly the witness of the incident believed 
that the shot which injured North was fired by 
St. Maur. Had he succumbed Forrester would 
have been as effectually sheltered from suspicion 
as if the eyes of all present had been struck with 
optical illusion, and Forrester would have been 
the unquestioned heir of ^'Linton Chase," and 
all the wealth which appertained thereto. If— 
there was always an infernal "if" — North had 
not suddenly changed his mind about shooting 
and lowered his gun, which he bad raised to his 
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shoulder, thus slightly changing his position, the 
shot would have entered his chest at a lower and 
more fatal spot and then, then Forrester would 
have had the whole field to himself. For Made- 
leine Erie, that fascinating little witch for whom 
he longed with a strange mixture of passionate 
love and dangerous resentment, would, like most 
women, accept the consolation of a new lover 
when an old one was irretrievably lost, and For- 
rester only among the party at Ravenscleugh, per- 
ceived the charm North had for his host's sister, 
though his manner had in it so little of the lover 
when they were together. Now all was lost. 
He had only succeeded in setting North at 
Ravenscleugh with Madeleine in daily attendance 
on him. ^' Is it all lost ? " he meditated as he 
jotted along over the rude track which formed 
the first part of their road southeastward, in a 
strong, rough cart with a canvas covered tilt lent 
them by Erie. " North has a vulnerable point ; 
how can I work it ? Well, I have at least laid a 
train." 

Forrester had, in fact, previous to his depar- 
ture, confided to Erie, with a fine assumption of 
frankness and feeling, his ardent desire to win 
Madeleine, adding that though at present not 
possessed of much of this world's goods, he had a 
promising future and that on his return he would 
explain matters fully, when he hoped to obtain 
Erie's consent, and at any rate to show that he 
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had nothing in his past to conceal, adding that 
he was somewhat torn to pieces between his de- 
sire to act honorably by North and his sense of 
duty toward his host, as he had some reason to 
believe that North's career in Europe had not 
been to his credit. " It is not merely a lover's 
jealousy that induces me to suggest some care, 
some control over North's intercourse with your 
sister, but if he is the man I suspect he is, he is 
not really a fit companion for her." 

Erie promised to keep a sharp lookout, though 
he was disposed to believe North "all right." In 
his heart he was very pleased at the idea of his 
sister being taken off his hands by so admirable 
an arrangement as marriage with a rising man. 

He therefore willingly promised to be prudent 
and on Forrester's return to give him every 
chance to ingratiate himself with Madeleine. 

" I wonder why the deuce he did cut and run 
from England. Try hard as I did I never oould 
find out, no particularly bad crime was discov- 
ered at that time, and a swell like Geoffrey Lisle 
had every chance of covering up an ordinary 
faux pas," Forrester thought. 

Arrived at Natal, the travelers found a warm 
and profuse welcome awaiting them ; an " Hon- 
orable " visitor was a much more important pe^ 
son in the colonies then than at present and their 
existence was a constant round of dinners, dances 
and picnics. At all these Forrester was a '^ &- 
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vored guest." lie was a good dancer, a fluent 
talker, a judicious flatterer, and his spirits revived 
with the amount of attention lavished upon him ; 
moreover his self-esteem put forth a fresh growth 
and he started for Ravenscleugh with renewed 
hope and readiness to seize any opportunity that 
offered to sweep North out of his path. 

"I suppose you agree with me," he said to St. 
Maur, with unusual good humor, when they had 
received North's letter, " that it would be better 
to make straight away to Kavenscleugh than to 
strike this northwest passage to the Lakahari 
country ; we could return the cart and horses to 
Erie, and after a rest go on to join North, who 
seems impatient to be done with the lion shoot- 
ing ? " 

" Yes, it's by far the best plan. I'd like to see 
Miss Erie again ! I fancy she has been a little 
vexed with herself for sending me off as she did. 
Do you think she liked any other fellow better, 
eh ? There was North now ? " 

" And there was Forrester," interrupted that 
gentleman, smiling. 

" No, by Jove, she never liked you ! " rejoined 
St. Maur. " Though you are a good-looking fel- 
low and can talk till all's blue, but I am disposed 
to think that I was in greater favor than you." 

" Oh ! Indeed ! Well come along, then, and 
let's try our respective chances. We'll inspan 
to-morrow early." 
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" All right ! " returned St. Maur, who had been 
in less good spirits and altogether in an humbler 
mood than formerly, very anxious to get his lion 
shooting over and return to his mother. 

North had been gone more than a week when 
late one brisk and rather chill evening after 
Madeleine had put Dolly to bed and indulged 
her in a talk about North and his much prized 
gift, '^ Hazel," the sound of horses' feet and 
wheels broke the profound silence which had 
settled down on the farmhouse and its sur- 
roundings. 

Madeleine guessing who were the new arrivals 
made no move to descend and greet them. She 
stayed on to keep Dolly quiet, for that little 
coquette wished to get up and dress in order to 
welcome Forrester. 

About half an hour after the hubbub of voices 
and tramping of feet had subsided, Mrs. Sutton 
came in with some excitement. 

"Well, here they are back again," she ex- 
claimed. "My poor Mr. St. Maur is looking 
downright ill, and Forrester is large as life, 
larger faith, for he's always a trifle too big for 
his boots." 

" I guessed it must be Mr. St. Maur and Mr. 
Forrester," said Ikladeleine. " I suppose I need 
not come down I " 

" Ah, but you must, my jewel ! Mr. Erie has 
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sent me for you. Indeed, yours was the first 
name Mr. St. Maur spoke ! Smooth your hair a 
bit and tie a ribbon round your neck." 

" And mayn't I come, too ? " cried Dolly. 

" Oh, no, Dolly, dear, you must stay in bed and 
go to sleep as fast as you can." 

" Both Mr. St. Maur and Mr. Forrester are very 
fond of me," grumbled Dolly. " They would like 
to see me, I know." 

" Then they must wait till to-morrow morn- 
ing," said Mrs. Sutton, decidedly. " Come along, 
my heart," to Madeleine. "Will you have a 
piece of lace or your blue silk tie ? " 

" Oh, neither, thank you I " said Madeleine, 
who was twisting up her hair afresh. "It is 
enough trouble to make my head fit to be seen, 
but Dolly pulled it down on the pillow. There ! 
I am ready ; are you quite sure John asked for 
me ? " 

" Sure ! To be sure I am." 

Narry was busy removing the supper things 
when Madeleine entered the dining-room ; both 
St. Maur and Forrester sprang up to greet her. 
She gave her hand first to the former, smiling 
kindly upon him. " Glad to see you back safe 
from your adventurous journey! How do you 
do, Mr. Forrester?" 

" You may well say an adventurous journey, 
never went through anything so uncomfortable 
in all my life before ! " cried St. Maur. 
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" I will not ask how you are," said Forrester, 
looking at her intently. "You look pale and 
weary, as if you had had a bad time of it since I 
saw you. You have not been ill, have you ? " 

" Well, Forrester I you are a nice sort of fel- 
low to tell a young lady she is looking ilL Is 
that the way to please her, do ye think ? " said 
St. Maur. 

" I think the young lady I speak to will under- 
stand that I care too much whether she looks 
well or ill to make up polite speeches," returned 
Forrester setting a chair for Madeleine beside his 
own. 

"Well parried!" she said, taking it, "you 
certainly know how to turn corners quickly, Mr. 
Forrester." 

Forrester did not reply, he sat looking at her 
from under his straight black eyebrows, as if 
unconscious of everything but herself, to her 
great annoyance. 

" I have letters for you both from North," said 
Erie, rising and going across the room to his 
bureau, returning with two letters. 

" They reached me yesterday. North sent me 
an epistle also. He wants you to join him aB 
soon as possible, for the weather is very fine 
now, but will not last, he thinks, and as soon as 
this expedition is over he will trek away to the 
Cape ; I believe he wants to go to England." 

"We might go together," said St. Maur. "I 
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like North. He is quite a gentleman. I'll make 
my mother ask him to Bamborough." 

" Don't ! " exclaimed Forrester, " or people 
will say it's to atone for your desperate attempt 
on his life." 

"Don't talk such bosh!" returned St. Maur, 
in an angry tone. " It would be well if you had 
as little to do with North's accident as I had." 

Forrester laughed contemptuously, but Made- 
leine noticed the deadly glance which accom- 
panied the laughter. " I wish they would both 
go away," was her reflection, " they really hate 
each other and they put unpleasant thoughts 
into John's head." 

Both men now gave their attention to North's 
letters, and a discussion of plans ensued, in which 
Erie joined, and Madeleine listened in silence, a 
vision of North before her eyes all the time. 

At last, feeling tired and dispirited, she rose 
softly, intending to steal away, but Forrester was 
too quick for her. 

" You are very unkind, Miss Erie, to desert us, 
when we have not had the pleasure of seeing you 
for more than a month, a good deal more than a 
month, an age, by Jove ! It is only ten o'clock." 

" Ten o'clock is very late in this remote region, 
and I can be of no use in your discussion — your 
terrible conspiracy against their majesties of the 
forest, so as I am tired and sleepy I shall say 
good-night." 
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^' Persuade your sister to stay, Erie I ^' said 
Forrester. 

"Oh! she only wants to be asked," he re- 
turned, " and she knows very well that I will not 
encourage her in her coquettish nonsense/' said 
Erie, harshly. 

Forrester noticed that Madeleine grew red and 
then white as if wounded. "She is not too 
happy here," he thought, " all the better for me." 

" You are quite right, John, if that is your 
opinion," she said, with a little defiant smile. 
" Good-night, sleep well ! " and with a bow to all 
she went swiftly away. 

" You have not been bullying your charming 
sister, I hope ? " said Forrester, in a jesting tone, 
" she is really not looking half well. What's the 
matter, eh ? Not hankering after North, I 
hope." 

" North, oh 1 nonsense. North is not a marry- 
ing man. I fancy Madeleine hankers after Lon- 
don, or rather Europe, theatres and balls, and 
picture galleries, and all sorts of things she can- 
not get here. A husband and a home of her own 
would soon cure all that ! " 

" Well, I am not so sure ! " said St. Maor. 
" Miss Erie is deuced clever and what d'ye call it ; 
she would have great success in London. Lay 
you long odds she would. But she isn't easy to 
please." 

" It's impossible to say and not worth specnlat- 
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ing about ! " returned Erie siiortly, and seeing he 
was not in an amiable temper, they dropped 
the subject and returned to their hunting plans. 

The succeeding couple of days spent by 
Forrester at Eavenscleugh were anything but 
agreeable. 

He was determined to obtain a t6te-^-t6te in- 
terview with Madeleine, and she was disposed to 
avert it by all and any means. She noticed that 
her brother frequently asked St. Maur, who 
bored him very much, to accompany him in his 
rides round the farm and outlying property, and 
not unwisely came to the conclusion that he 
wished to give Forrester an opportunity such as he 
desired. After struggling with herself, she came 
to the conclusion that her best plan would be to 
give Forrester the opportunity he evidently 
sought, and let him understand there was no 
hope for him. 

It was an immense effort for Madeleine to act 
on this conviction ; to give any one pain was 
most trying to her, and her decided want of 
sympathy for Forrester in no way lessened her 
reluctance to distress him. 

" Are you going to ride. Miss Erie ? " he asked, 
after the early dinner, the day or two before 
they were to start for their tryst with North. 

" Not to-day ! Dolly is going out with her 
father, and you ? " 



292 A Missing Hero 

" I am going to gather some flowers to deco- 
rate the hoase. That is my way of honoring the 
Sabbath." 

" And an excellent way, too. Can I carry the 
basket ? " 

" Thank you, yes." 

Madeleine kept a brave front, but she would 
gratefully have mounted Hazel and galloped oat 
of reach. Forrester waiting for her while she 
went in search of a basket and her shady hat, lit 
a cigar to soothe his nerves and congratulated 
himself. 

No doubt she, too, saw that North was not a 
marrying man, and, like a sensible girl, had writ- 
ten him off to profit and loss. She felt that her 
brother's house was not exactly a home for her 
and would gladly secure one of her own, but be- 
sides these prudential motives why should she not 
listen to his wooing? Though on the whole 
rather indifferent to women Forrester had never 
found them hard-hearted to him when he did 
trouble about them. Doubts respecting his own 
powers in any direction had rarely chilled his en- 
ergies and he had persuaded himself that a 
gracious acceptance awaited him by the time 
Madeleine reappeared, looking he thought more 
charming than ever in a large light straw hat 
with a white muslin scarf tied round it and worn 
a little to one side. 

Forrester threw away his cigar, took the baaket 
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she held and they strolled away to the garden, 
which was at a short distance from the house. 

Madeleine soon began to snip off the blossoms 
she selected with the scissors which hung from 
her waist by a ribbon. 

" This place seems to me in greater beauty 
than when I was here last," said Forrester look- 
ing round admiringly. 

" I think it is at its best in spring, and we are 
now within a month or six weeks of midwinter," 
she returned. 

^^ I suppose I am in a better, that is, a more 
hopeful frame of mind myself." 

" That makes a great difference ! The aspect 
of things depends so much on the color of 
oar inner light," and Madeleine clipped away 
diligently. 

" What a show garden this would be in Eng- 
land," resumed Forrester. " Out here it loses a 
good deal of its value." 

"Still it is very lovely. I think I shall be 
very fond of it when I have been here longer," 
she returned. " I have not been two years here 
yet." 

" And I fancy you are quite ready to return to 
England. Nothing makes up for being out of 
the world, eh ? Am I not right ? " 

" I confess I think more of a world of people 
than a world of things, but all life is interesting, 
though much of it is sad." 
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" Yours is not all sunshine ? " 

" Whose is ? But why do you think so ? " 

" Your brother is a stern ruler and not very 
sympathetic to you. Oh, I beg your pardon ! " 

He turned to look at her and failed to catch 
the flowers she threw toward the basket. 

" You do John injustice. He is grave, perhaps 
a little stern, but he has known much qottow 
and he has acted a father^s part toward me. He 
and my sister are the only friends I have." 

" You might have much more than friendship 
if you chose. You are the kind of girl one 
could love passionately if you would permit it." 

Madeleine grew very white, but kept herself 
steady by an eflEort of will. "No one ought to 
accept precious gifts if not ready to give as gen- 
erously." 

"A sound doctrine, Miss Erie, but generous 
givers are often thankful for crumbs in return." 

" They are unwise, then. Here, will you reach 
me those beautiful scarlet blossoms, and then I 
shall have enough." 

"Certainly." He caught and held down the 
branch of a flowering shrub until she gathered as 
many as she wanted. 

" Thank you very much. Now I have a grand 
supply." 

" Do not go in yet," he said earnestly. " Come 
round by the other side of the garden, the view is 
lovely. But I am talking nonsense. I have 
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something to tell you; be good and gracious 
enough to hear me." 

Madeleine's reply was to turn in the direction 
indicated. 

" She is uncommonly cool," he thought, with a 
tinge of annoyance, and he spoke abruptly, a 
little hoarsely. 

" You must be quite aware of my wishes," he 
began. " You must know that — well, that from 
the first hour I saw you I ceased to belong to 
myself. I never was disposed to fall in love ; I 
always jeered at fellows who did. I suppose it's 
a judgment on me to catch the complaint as 
violently as I have. Pray hear me. I have 
forced myself to keep silence so long that the 
desire to pour out all I feel is irresistible. Don't 
you think a love like mine would teach me how 
to make you happy ? The idea of being accept- 
able to you makes me faint with rapture ! Mine 
has not been a very happy or a very successful 
life, but in all probability there is wealth and a 
high position before me in the near future. I 
only care for either if I can share them with 
you. Think of a home in England where you 
would be queen of all round you, with a passion- 
ate lover in your husband, who would only live 
to fulfill all your wishes. Compare this with the 
iron guardianship of your brother, who looks 
upon you as a burden." 

^' If you love me, Mr. Forrester ! " cried Made- 
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leine, the tears gathering in her soft blue eyes, 
"you would not wound me with such cruel 
words." 

" Yes, they are cruel, but I want you to know 
how you stand. Why, when I asked him if I had 
his consent to ask you in marriage, he gave it 
most readily, especially when he knew what my 
prospects were, and when I mentioned that I was 
a little uneasy about the good understanding 
between you and North, he said that although 
he was naturally anxious to see you settled and 
off his hands. North was too doubtful a character 
to be entertained for a moment as a suitor." 

" Especially as he never offered himself," inter- 
rupted Madeleine with animation. 

" How do you know? " 

" Because the instinct which you supposed told 
me that you wished me to be your wife told me 
he did not." 

" I have reason to believe that North is not ill- 
furnished in the matter of wives already," said 
Forrester with a sneer. " In fact North may have 
broken every commandment in the decalogue for 
all we know. Here he has been knocking about 
the Colony and the native states for the last eight 
or ten years, a man evidently of high class, and 
not a soul knows a syllable about him. Believe 
me " 

" Mr. Forrester, it is not fair of me to let yon 
show me all your love and all your hatred. It 
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grieves me to cause you any pain, but I do not 
love you and even if I consented to marry you I 
could not make you happy. You would end by 
disliking me, and I shudder at the picture that 
rises before our future. Hatred seems to come 
more easily to you than love. Yet you are a 
man that many a girl might be very fond of. 
You will soon find some woman fairer and 
brighter and more lovable than I am to make a 
happy home for " 

" But it is you I want. It is for you I hunger 
and thirst and you I will have!" interrupted 
Forrester with a degree of vehemence which 
startled Madeleine, as he perceived, and he curbed 
himself by a determined effort. 

" I humbly crave your pardon," he said in an 
altered tone. "If I lost my self-control you 
ought to forgive me for you are yourself to 
blame. I will not trespass on you again, but I 
will try to win your regards, your esteem, for 
the love of a creature like you can only be 
founded on such rocks as these." But I'll see if 
I can't strike fire from them, too, he thought. 

" Mr. Forrester, believe me, you are mistaken. 
Being away in this wild place disposes you to 

think more of me than " But breaking off 

with a sudden impulse — " There is no use in talk- 
ing. I don't think I ever could marry you, and 
you would be miserable if I did." Catching up 
her basket Madeleine went off swiftly to the house. 



CHAPTER XVn 

On the morning of the third day after this 
rather stormy interview St. Maur and Forrester 
started to meet North at the place appointed. 

During this brief breathing space Forrester 
behaved with much tact ; a subdued air of peni- 
tence permeated his every word and gesture ; his 
reference toward Madeleine was profound and 
tinged with a devotional tone which suggested 
to the hearers abject submission. 

Even St. Maur, the most unobservant of 
mortals, noticed the remarkable change from his 
ordinary self-assured manner. 

"Gad, Forrester! You are 'singing small,'*' 
he said as his friend and companion rose to leave 
the room in obedience to a request from Made- 
leine that he would accompany Dolly in a ride, 
as she was very anxious to have one more with 
Mr. Forrester before he went away. 

" You would not have me say * no ' to a young 
lady, and my host's sister ? " 

"Well, no; but it's not that only. It's the 
same in everything. If you ever succeed in win- 
ning Miss Erie, won't you pay her out for the 
tlancci she is leading you! I fancy you are a 
revengeful sort of chap, hey ?" 

^^>yprds of >visdoin from the lips of unde^ 

i»8 
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standing," returned Forrester contemptuously. 
^^I don't suppose I am more of a brute than 
other men, but I don't like to leave my debts un- 
paid, so you need not trouble yourself about what 
doesn't concern you." 

" Thanks for the hint. However, I don't fancy 
it matters much to you either. I rather think 
Miss Erie would prefer North's little finger to 
two or three whole bodies such as yours." 

" What marvelous penetration," said Forrester 
as he lounged out of the room. 

A short silence ensued. Madeleine had gone 
to dress Dolly, and St. Maur was left alone with 
Mrs. Sutton, who was hard at work on a shirt 
she was making for " The Master." She looked 
up over her large spectacles, a relic of the late 
Captain Sutton, which she highly valued. 

^'Athen Mr. St. Maur, sir, what made you 
speak like that ? " 

" Like what, Mrs. Sutton ? " 

" Isn't that Forrester black-hearted enough by 
nature without you raising the devil of jealousy 
in him besides ? You'll excuse me, sir. What 
call have you to say that a young lady like Miss 
Madeleine cares more for one gentleman than an- 
other? Don't you think she would be very 
vexed if she had heard you ? " 

" By George, she would ! But you won't split, 
Mrs. Sutton ? " 

^' Is it me ? Wild horses wouldn't drag it out 
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of me. Besides, sir, it isn't true," mysteriously. 
"It is not North, no more than Forrester she 
cares for, and I know every turn of her. North 
is a real gentleman, and good and generous. No 
one comes here I like better, but he's no match 
for my young lady. Sure her mother was an 
O'Sullivan, of Ballyshannahan — a fine old family 
fit to match with a royal sweetheart." (I'll just 
let him know, she thought, with justifiable pride in 
this subtle stroke.) " Now for all I'm that fond 
of Mr. North, there's a bit of a hole in his life. 
I'm inclined to think he fell out with the law 
and the devils that mismanage it, as many a fine, 
honest man did before him. He's a trifle too 

old for " 

" My dear Mrs. Sutton, I'm sure you know a 
great deal more about North than any one else," 
interrupted St. Maur, who was an inveterate 
gossip. "You were here in old Sykes' time, 
when, I am told. North first appeared. I am 
very safe — safe as a church. So you might tell 
me ! But one thing I do know and that is For- 
rester hates North ! He is jealous, of course, but 
that doesn't seem quite enough to account for his 
hatred. He has never abused him, you under 
stand, or told damaging stories of him. Still his 
very voice expresses such dislike! Of course," 
added St. Maur, with a supreme air, and a wave 
of the hand, " I am a very close observer, and for 
my life I can't make out about the shot ! Be- 
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lieve me, Mrs. Sutton, I didn't hit North, I shot 
the wildebeest ! I couldn't be mistaken ; and it's 
deuced queer that so good a shot and so sharp a 
fellow as Forrester should have shot North by 
mistake. It is, well, very remarkable, to say the 
least." 

" It is so, my dear sir — uncommon remarkable ! 
I know what I think about it, but I'm not going 
to let on. What's the good? We'd just be 
looked on as a couple of wonder mongering 
noodles. All I hope is " 

" Grannie, dear, do you know where Dolly's 
whip is ? " exclahned Madeleine, coming quickly 
into the room. 

" Why — how on airth am I to know ? The 
last time I set eyes on it, it was lying broke in 
two in her doll's cradle." 

"Then she must have mine," and Madeleine 
disappeared as quickly as she came. 

"Look here, Mrs. Sutton," cried St. Maur, 
starting from his chair to walk to and fro, " you 
said just now that Miss Erie liked, preferred, that 
is, thought more of a better man than either 
Forrester or North. Now, what do you mean 
by that ? " 

" What did I mean is it ? Oh, just nothing in 
particular." 

" Yes, but I want to know, and I'll not rest 
till I do know ! It's a matter of great impor- 
tance to me." 
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" Well then, I'll tell you what you must do." 
A pause. 

" Yes, do tell me 1 I'll do anything ! " 

" You must — ^just," another pause, " open your 
eyes and your ears — an' guess ! " 

So saying Mrs. Sutton gathered up her work, 
pocketed her spectacles and went off at an as- 
tonishingly swift pace. 

The next morning Forrester and his charge 
started for the Lakahari country, having taken a 
very cordial farewell of their host. Indeed St. 
Maur's assurances to Madeleine that he would 
certainly come back soon as he had shot one lion, 
" just one," were quite touching in their impress- 
iveness. 

It was a long day's ride to the spot selected as 
a rendezvous, though North had moved his 
laager further south from the station he had oc- 
cupied for a considerable time, preparatory to 
breaking it up altogether. 

It was by no means an agreeable journey, for 
Forrester was in what St. Maur would have 
termed " a beasUy temper," and his bad moods 
could be very bad. Indeed St. Maur was thank- 
ful that his ill humor showed itself chiefly by 
silence. 

His sense of relief was, therefore, great when 
at nightfall, as they were within a few miles of 
their journey's end, they saw North riding lei- 
surely along. 
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St. Maur pressed his horse into a canter to 
meet him, and they shook hands with much 
warmth ; then Forrester who was by no means 
overjoyed, came up. Enquiries were made and 
answered and North turning they rode on to- 
gether. 

^^ The weather seems settled, I'm glad to say," 
he said, " and I had a good account from Kum- 
jala this morning. It has been very dry for some 
time in the Karas district to the north, so I dare 
say the beasts will be moving southwest, where 
they will find pools and streams. It is some ten 
or fifteen miles away from where I have out- 
spanned at present, and to-night we'll sleep in 
the wagon for the last time. I'll start them off 
to-morrow for Cape Town — we must bivouac for 
the rest of our time." 

Forrester now deigned to speak and as has 
been said St. Maur was a copious talker, so they 
rode on in apparently jovial good fellowship. 
After the first inquiries for the Ravenscleugh 
household Forrester observed that North made 
no mention of them whatever, and though he 
seemed to have recovered health and strength, 
he looked thin and haggard. 

A rough but excellent meal awaited them on 
reaching the laager, and soon after they turned 
in, as North warned them that they must be 
about at dawn next morning. 

Forrester lay long sleepless. The sight of 
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North awoke all the feverish ferment, the con- 
tention between good and evil which had racked 
him before. He bewailed his lost opportunity, 
and yet felt that something, that unseen power, 
which his mind was too limited to perceive, be- 
cause it was materially invisible, had saved him 
from a damning act which might have endan- 
gered himself, yet he regretted his own salva- 
tion. What could possibly await in the present, 
or the future, in which superstitious fools believe, 
that could compensate him for the loss of the 
fortune, the position, the distinction, his cun- 
ningly devised shot would have brought him, 
had it only been successful ! The idea had come 
to him like a sudden inspiration as he and his 
companions were hastily dismounting and giving 
their horses to the care of the after-riders as the 
huge herd of wild creatures thundered toward 
them. 

Forrester's was an exceptional nature. It was 
almost unmixedly material, though not excep- 
tionally sensuous. His immorality was more 
mental than physical, fleshly indulgence had 
little or no attraction for him, but he was quite 
unconscious of a craving for joys which gold 
could not buy, or distinction satisfy. With his 
fellow-men he bad no sympathy. If they served 
him well, they had a certain value in his eyes, 
otherwise a hecatomb might perish without caus- 
ing him a pang. 
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Fortunately, the blackest villain, the noblest 
good man are alike inconsistent. Forrester's in- 
consistencies which slightly humanized him were 
a love for his mother, who had served biin \vell, 
and an intense longing, not untinged with some- 
thing of aflFection, for Madeleine, who was so far 
an unattainable good. In both his heart's de- 
sires Geoflfrey Lisle's existence was an insur- 
mountable obstacle; was there any just cause 
why he should not be removed? Forrester 
could see none. *' This expedition may oflFer me 
some more chances. I must be on the alert and 
take them ; hesitation means weakness and cow- 
ardice, and I cannot accuse myself of these," 
were his last waking thoughts, after which he 
fell asleep and lay tranquily the picture of a 
conscience at rest. 

Next morning the much-suffering St. Maur 
was roused from his peaceful and profound slum- 
bers and obliged to hurry over his breakfast, as 
North wished to start him and Forrester in ad- 
vance while he waited to see his own train in 
motion. 

For a brief spell of lion shooting the party 
traveled very light, a blanket rolled up and fas- 
tened before the saddle, a few additional arti- 
cles of warm clothing in leather bags, after-riders 
carrying spare ammunition, coflfee, bread, cala- 
bashes full of water, axes, salt and various im- 
portant trifles ; each huntsman was followed by 
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an after-rider, who held an additional short 
double-barreled smooth bore rifle, the favorite 
weapon for this kind of shooting for the use of 
the " machoa '^ (white man) to whose service he 
was attached. 

Each hunter wore a broad leather belt from 
which depended many useful agenda and held in 
his hand his own particular rifle, trusting to pro- 
vide themselves with meat, fire and shelter out 
of the inexhaustible supplies of veldt and forest 
and mountain. 

They rode leisurely in a westerly direction 
under the guidance of North's chief man, Num- 
jala, and soon reached a range of hills, the abrupt 
steepness of which suggested considerably greater 
height than they really possessed. Through these 
they penetrated, following the channel of a water 
course now dry and thickly strewn with stones 
and boulders. This led up a steep ascent to an 
opening whence a splendid view of the country 
they had just passed through could be obtained 
and thence they plunged down a grassy descent 
to a belt of forest beyond. Here they halted, 
and tethering their horses, let them graze on the 
abundant, but somewhat dry herbage around 
while they themselves partook of cold venison 
brought by the prudent Kumjala to supply a suf- 
ficient luncheon. 

Before they had finished North rode up and 
gladly joined them. 
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Having finished a hearty meal, they rested, 
smoked, and made plans until North declared it 
was time to push on. 

" I fancy we must get further west and nearer 
the fountains before we have a chance of falling 
in with one of the forest monarchs. Keep away 
to the left, Numjala," he said, "you might hit a 
Bteinbok or a waterbuck and supply our larder 
for the next few days. My right hand man is 
about the only native I ever met who has learned 
to shoot straight and who has the keenness of 
a hunter," added North. " I picked him up at 
Colesberg five or six years ago. His blood is 
pretty considerably mixed. I fancy he has a 
dash of the Arab in him." 

After North had joined them Forrester made 
an eflfort to surmount the sort of "farouche" 
depression in which he had indulged to St. Maur's 
great discomfort during the first part of their 
journey and ultimately succeeded in making him- 
self very agreeable. His agreeability, however, 
was chiefly for North's benefit, and St. Maur found 
it more amusing to talk to Numjala, who under- 
stood a good deal of English and spoke a little. 

To this interesting acquaintance, therefore, did 
the Honorable Tom pour forth much information 
respecting sport in England, especially at Bam- 
borough forest, to which the African listened 
with an air of polite attention which gave St. 
Maur a high opinion of his intelligence. 
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Before nightfall they reached a northern spur 
of the range they had crossed in the morning, 
where a cleft in the hillside among dark savage 
looking rocks, adorned nevertheless by tufts of 
lovely delicate ferns ; wherever a deposit of earth 
found a ledge to lie on or a hollow to shelter in 
burst forth a spring or fountain, as it is always 
called in that part of Africa ; the water sprang 
up freely and abundantly in the midst of the 
narrow gorge, and all through the rocky sides 
small rills trickled down to swell the central 
stream. 

At a little distance, just within the shelter of 
the strip of woodland which here joined the hills, 
the party decided to bivouac for the night, as a 
certain amount of warmth is generally found 
under the spreading branches and thick foliage 
of a forest when the nights are keen. 

No great preparation was made, as they in- 
tended to be afoot before dawn, the game they 
were in search of rarely showing in broad day- 
light. Considerably before the time fixed for 
disentangling themselves from their blankets, 
St. Maur called loudly to know, " What on earth 
is that ? " 

" What is ? " asked North sleepily. 

^' That ghastly sound like distant thunder, yet 
different." 

North, who was lying wrapped in his blanket, 
with his saddle for a pillow, sat up and listened 
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till a long loud roar, with something musical in 
its solemnity, as if the base stop of a mighty 
organ had been pulled out, roused the echoes. 
Again the same strange sound poured out its 
grand volume, followed by a softer cadence, which 
died away into a sort of moan inexpressibly sad. 

" Ha ! It's a lion ! No mistake about it ! " said 
North, starting to his feet. " He's coming along 
here to drink at the pool beyond ! Forrester ! 
wake up, I fancy we have, or will have a royal 
visitor ! Let's try and get a shot at him ! " 

" I am awake," said Forrester, quietly. " I 
guessed it was a lion ! Isn't it something new 
to hunt at night ? " 

" When there is a fine moon, as we have to- 
night, it's the best time often. Call the boys, 
St. Maur ; tell them to fasten the dogs in leash, 
they must not be let to run at their own free 
will. Tell Numjala, he'll understand." 

St. Maur obeyed, returning with astonishing 
rapidity, and the party was soon afoot and lis- 
tening eagerly for further indications of the 
lion's whereabouts. A couple of roars very 
much fainter and more like moans were heard, 
and they hurried out into the moonlight to fol- 
low in the direction of the solemn sound. Long 
and cautiously they sought, but in vain, and not 
until daylight had put out the paler glitter of 
the moon did they return to finish the sleep so 
suddenly broken. 
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To follow the lights and shades, the joys and 
disappointments of a hunting party would be 
tedious to the reader who can find many such 
pictures limned by more potent pens than this. 
It is well, therefore, not to let our stay lag. It 
was the fourth day after Forrester and St. Maur 
had left Ravenscleugh when they had their first 
chance of an encounter with a lord of the forest. 

They had started on their quest rather later 
than usual, repeated disappointment having 
dulled their energy, when walking along the 
bank of a small stream flowing from the fountain 
above described, a loud rustling among the reeds 
and long grass, which grew plentifully in the 
space between it and the edge of the forest at- 
tracted the attention of the dogs which acoom- 
panied them. They barked complainingly and 
strained in the leash which held them. 

" Let go," said North to Kapain, the native 
who held them. "There's something bigger 
than a waterbuck in there." Released, the two 
dogs sprang in furious haste through the stream- 
let and forced their way through the bit of jun- 
gle before them, barking and yelping all the 
time ; a low growl followed and then to the de- 
light and nervous terror of St. Maur, two lions, 
male and female, stalked majestically ont into 
the open. 

The lion was large and full grown, with a 
splendid tawny mane, some shades darker than 
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his coat, the lioness was smaller, less handsome 
and seemed older ; both paused and perceiving 
his pursuers, who were probably the first men 
they had ever seen (natives pretty generally steer 
clear of lions) the lion stood gazing for a minute 
or two, thoughtfully and slowly digging the 
claws of his right paw into the herbage beneath 
him and drawing it up with an upward and in- 
ward turn, distinctly interrogative, just as the 
petted household cat does while she watches to 
see if you are going to pour out her overdue 
saucerf ul of milk. 

'^ Don't give him time to make up his mind, 
St. Maur," cried North, "mark his eye ; " just then 
the dogs came up barking behind the grand 
looking beast, who uttered an angry growl, 
lashed his tail, and moved toward the stream 
which he could easily have bounded. St. Maur 
tried to be very steady, and he seemed firm 
enough, but his shot did not touch the spot 
aimed at. It only grazed the animal's side, rais- 
ing his wrath, but not really hurting hinL 

He again growled, an infuriated, terrific growl, 
and made a rush forward. North seeing that he 
would be on them in another second sent a ball 
into his head. 

With a sort of strangled cry he fell, and after 
a brief struggle he lay stark and grim. Mean- 
time Forrester, who seemed rather apathetic for 
a keen sportsman, as he was supposed to be, had 
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fired at the lioness and wounded her, but not 
severely. Astonished at her own injuries and 
terrified to see the partner of her joys and sor- 
rows immovable, she turned and limped away 
with surprising speed into the shelter of the for- 
est behind her. Then her assailants crossed tbe 
brook to examine the victim, St. Maur in a wild 
state of exultation. 

" There, Forrester 1 What do you say to that ? 
Hit the very first lion I ever saw," he cried, for 
having been frightened and confused, naturally 
enough by the sudden appearance of the formi- 
dable quarry for which they had sought so dili- 
gently, he was scarcely conscious that North had 
fired and quite believed he had bagged the royal 
brute himself. 

" By Jove, St. Maur 1 That's the coolest bit 
of cheek I ever heard. Do you mean to say you 
believe you shot the lion? Why, you'd have 
been a dainty dish to set before his majesty by 
this if North hadn't fired in time." 

" North ! Why, North shot that lion as much 
as you shot that wildebeest away near Bladen's 
Poort!" Forrester's dark eyes shot forth a 
glance of fury and contempt that might have 
killed could the deadly desire they expressed 
have been fulfilled. 

" North I I say, North I Didn't I shoot that 
beast lying there ? " cried St. Maur with as 
agonized tone of appeal. 
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" We managed it between us," returned North, 
wniling indulgently at the other's boyish eager- 
ness, ''and we must see that he is carefully 
skinned, for you will want to present the skin to 
Lady Bamborough, I expect. That's the reason 
I brought that feUow Bovi with us. He is a 
great hand at skinning beasts, and this one has a 
remarkably fine coat." St. Maur walked on 
ahead and was soon lost in contemplation of his 
prize. 

'' Why do you help to inflate that blockhead's 
conceit ? " said Forrester viciously. 

" Why I should as soon think of mortifying a 
child. He may be a blockhead, but he's a good 
fellow, and he was so horribly vexed because 
every one believes he shot me instead of that 
wildebeest that I am not sorry to give him a bit 
of comfort," said North. 

A change passed over Forrester's countenance ; 
he looked away into the forest and did not speak 
for a few seconds, then he said in an altered tone, 
" We ought to finish the lioness. I dare say the 
dogs will soon track her." 

" It is not worth while," returned North. " Her 
skin is no great thing. We'll find game better 
worth our powder and shot. Our fellows shall 
put up a hut for us to sleep in. I fancy we'll 
find lots of sport here, as the drought drives 
wild animals southward." 

As may be imagined, Forrester made no fur- 
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ther comments on the absurdity of St. Maur's 
pretensions to be a crack shot and the trio settled 
down to a very happy unanimity of opinion as 
to their own skill, the superiority of sport and 
big game in South Africa, and the extraordinary 
success which attended thenu 



CHAPTER XVIII 

Having exhausted himself and his hearers by 
discussing the art of killing lions from every 
point of view, and expounding his ideas dictator- 
ially to North as if he were considerably the 
more experienced hunter of the two, St. Maur 
got out his writing materials and proceeded to 
put his experience on paper, saying to Forrester 
as he settled himself to what proved to be a her- 
culean task, " I know what a fidgety fellow you 
are about neatness and punctuation, and all that 
sort of thing, so I'U just put down my own expe- 
riences and you can make a clean copy." 

After this intellectual effort, he became silent 
and thoughtful. 

Before nightfall, however, St. Maur startled 
his companions considerably by announcing his 
intention of returning to Ravenscleugh. 

" Why, my dear fellow," cried North, " such a 
start as you have made ought to give you an ap- 
petite for more sport ! Forrester and I are in- 
clined to keep further west, and see if we cannot 
bag a hippopotamus." 

"Ugh! I don't care about such ugly brutes 1 
and you know I always said that if I could hit 
one lion nothing should keep me in this country. 

315 
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Now, Forrester will tell you that if I have any 
special characteristic, it is firmness of will — once 
I make up my mind to do anything I stick to it 
like a leech," concluded St. Maur, knitting bis 
brows so severely that he displaced his eyeglass, 
which fell into the tumbler of Hollands and 
water with which the wearer was comforting 
himself before turning in. 

" When do you think of starting ? " asked For- 
rester, to whom the prospect of being alone with 
North recommended itself in a vague sort of 
way. 

" To-morrow ! " was the prompt reply. " You 
must lend me one of your black fellows. North, 
to be guide and guard. I suppose the country is 
pretty safe ? " 

" Yes, for strangers , but I fancy the Zulus are 
simmering. It may mean mischief, and I must 
warn Erie about it ! Lonely farmhouses are a 
temptation to these higher class savages. I'll 
lend you my best man, St. Maur, especially as 
Numjala can understand quite a lot of English." 

" I am awfully obliged to you, North. He is 
the man I'd have asked for, only you are so ac- 
customed to him." 

"Oh, no one is very essential to me,*' inter- 
rupted North. " You can take the famous lion 
skin with you. The Lakahari men w^ould pre- 
pare it admirably and send it on to Ravenscleugfay 
where you left your wagon." 
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The suggestion delighted St. Maur, who went 
to rest at peace with himself and all men. 

"It's all very fine," said Forrester when he 
found himself alone with North, " and I shall en- 
joy hunting with you immensely, but I fancy 
Miss Erie will not thank us for sending back that 
nincompoop to bore her." 

" Will he bore her ? " exclaimed North. " It 
did not occur to me. However, I fancy that in 
her own gentle fashion Miss Erie could put an 
extinguisher on any one who troubled her too 
much." 

" Have ! Do you speak from experi- 
ence ? " 

"I never presumed, so I did not need ex- 
tinguishing," returned North dryly. 

* ♦ 3|e 3|e « « # 

The days which followed St. Maur's de- 
parture went swiftly and pleasantly at least for 
North. Forrester made a capital comrade, 
bright, alert, sensible, deeply interested in their 
sport and delighted to listen to North's recollec- 
tions of former hunting expeditions and anec- 
dotes of his experiences among the natives. 

Their success with the big game was remark- 
able. But those who like to read the unpretend- 
ing novel, wherein the joys and griefs of the ir- 
reproachable " young person " are faithfully re- 
corded, will not care for the rough details, the 
ruder excitement of the chase, its dangers and 
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hardships. They shall not, therefore, be ob- 
truded on our dear and much tried friend, the 
reader. 

North and his companion had returned late, 
weary and exceedingly hungry after a long day's 
sport to the hut about a week after St. Maur had 
gone away, and having satisfied the cravings of 
hunger and thirst, were discussing the incidents 
of the day when they were informed that 
Seretse, one of Baas Erie's men, had just come 
with a packet for Mr North. 

" Erie says he had all these the day before yes- 
terday," said the latter, " also an epistle for St 
Maur, wherein his mother desires his immediate 
return." This announcement did not seem to 
surprise Forrester much. " Here are two letters 
for you and one for me." 

Both men were soon absorbed in their corre- 
spondence. Forrester presently looked up from 
his to gaze at vacancy, his thoughts evidently 
far away. North's letter was long. He read 
and reread it, a look of deep and troubled 
thought knitting his brow, and calling up a look 
of bewilderment to his expressive face. 

Forrester woke up to keen and earnest reflec- 
tion as he read these lines. 

" My Best and Dearest Son : I send you a 
short letter to respect my request that you should 
come back as soon as you possibly can. It is of 
the last importance. I went down to Boome* 
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mouth to my friend, Mrs. Biggs, who let me 
have a room cheap, as the season had not begun, 
and walking on the pier one day, to my great 
surprise I met Mr. Lisle in a bath chair, with his 
valet in attendance. Of course, he did not know 
me. He looks as if he had been dug up, and so 
old that one wonders if he is reaUy still alive and 
not a wax image. !N^ow it happens that Mrs. 
Biggs is quite intimate with the chief doctor here, 
who goes every day to see Mr. Lisle. He says 
he is a perfect wonder, but he may go off like 
the snuff of a candle at any moment. So it is 
extremely important that you should be on the 
spot when he is taken. Your friend, young 
Pounceby, tells me his people do a good deal of 
business with Marmaduke Lisle's lawyers, and 
Mr. Dalby, the head of the firm, who is nearly as 
old as our worthy uncle, is awfully anxious that 
Geoffrey Lisle should turn up. He may produce 
some impostor if you are not at hand, so please 
return as soon as ever you can." A few more 
entreaties and suggestions and the letter came to 
an end. The second epistle did not seem to 
interest Forrester much. He skimmed it hastily 
and put it in his pocket. 

Seeing North fold up his letter slowly and 
thoughtfully, Forrester exclaimed, " I have had 
bad news. My mother has been very ill and 
begs me to return, as she wishes to see me before 
she dies. That's exaggerating, but she's a 
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delicate woman and I am thankful St. Maur has 
leave to return. I should like to join him as soon 
as possible. lie will not, indeed he cannot, start 
until I do and I shall be uneasy until I reach 
London. Few sons owe more to a mother than 
I do." 

" Awfully sorry you should have this unfortu- 
nate wind up to our pleasant expedition." 

" It has been the best bit of my South African 
experiences," returned Forrester. " I should like 
to set out to-morrow morning." 

"Twenty-four hours will make very little dif- 
ference," said North. "I want to track that 
cunning black maned lion, that has given us the 
slip so often. I should quit the country more 
contentedly if I could add him to the list of the 
vanquished. Wait till the day after to-morrow 
and whether I succeed or not I'll go with you to 
Ravenscleugh." 

" Are you going back to England also ? '' asked 
Forrester in an eager tone. 

" Well, yes, perhaps. I ought to have done so 
long ago, but better late than never. I shall not 
get away as soon as you. I have a good deal to 
settle up first. However, let us take one day 
more. We'U be off to-morrow at dawn, and see 
if we can get a shot at our enemy." 

" Done," said Forrester, with a sudden impulse, 
for a moment before he had been thinking that 
he could well dispense with North^s company on 
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his journey. An unaccustomed second thought, 
however, suggested that it was impossible to an- 
ticipate what chance the next day's hunting 
might offer of suppressing the inconvenient 
kinsman, who stood between him and all his soul 
longed for. 

The next morning broke bright and warm, and 
North with his masked foe set out a little later 
than they intended, Forrester having overslept 
himself. The hut had been built on the edges of 
the forest where it thinned out to a stretch of veldt 
beyond which came a marshy district, with pools 
of water thickly bordered by reeds and separated 
from each other by an abundant growth of 
bushes. 

Kapain and another Lakahari native followed, 
leading tiie dogs, and for a considerable distance 
found no traces of the creatures they sought. 
They shot one or two springboks and birds 
which they covered up with branches of trees 
and bushes until they should return, few of the 
carnivora being on the prowl during broad day- 
light. 

On reaching the marshy ground, the spoor of 
lions was abundant, still the day was beginning 
to close in before their search was rewarded. 
Passing one of the larger pools, North's prac- 
ticed eye was caught by a suspicious movement 
in the mass of rushes which filled up a hollow in 
the bank. He sprang from his horse, calling to 
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Kapain to let the dogs go ; he threw the bridle 
to the other native, and began to urge the dogs 
into the reeds, following them as he did so. 

Suddenly a low angry growl caught Forrester's 
ear and a huge lion with an enormous black, 
or nearly black mane sprang out of the cover and 
stood glaring at them for half a second, lashing 
his tail. He had come out behind North and be- 
tween him and his horse. Quick as lightning 
North swung round his rifle, fired and missed 
him, for as he did so the lion perceiving the 
horse, with another thunderous growl sprang 
upon it, and digging teeth and claws into his 
neck and shoulders dragged him to the ground. 
The Lakahari let go the bridle and galloped to a 
safe distance. Forrester, however, seized his rifle, 
without dismounting and sent a ball into the in- 
furiated animal striking some vital part. The 
lion uttered a fearful roar and falling over in the 
death agony, but still clutching the poor horse in 
his cruel claws, moaned once or twice, and lay 
still in death. 

North who was fond of his horse started to put 
him out of his pain, for he was horribly smashed, 
but suddenly Forrester saw him fall to the ground 
and hastening to see what had happened found 
he had caught his foot in the twisted roots of one 
of the numerous bushes surrounding them and 
had sprained his ankle so severely that he was 
unable to stand up. 
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"Never mind me," cried North. "If there is 
any life left in my poor horse go and put an end 
to his sufferings. He has carried me well for 
many a day ! " 

" I don't think there can be, but I'll go." He 
went off, the report of a shot was heard and soon 
he rejoined North. 

" Can't you get up ? " he asked. 

" Not without help. I must manage to get on 
Kapain's horse and back to our hut. I have gone 
through this before and know how to treat my- 
self. Call up that Lakahari dog ; he is in a blue 
funk." 

Hearing and seeing no further signs of the lion, 
the Lakahari after-rider slowly approached and 
exulted greatly over the defunct lion, talking 
glibly in his own tongue, evidently offering a 
tribute of praise to the conqueror. 

Then Kapain came up and amongst them they 
placed North on the latter's horse and managed 
to convey him back to the hut where Forrester 
deftly bound up his ankle and sat by his side all 
night administering soothing drinks of cold tea 
and lemon juice and water, for he was bruised 
and shaken. 

Next day he was very feverish and insisted 
that Forrester should prepare to start toward 
nightfall, for the moon would be at the full and 
as the sky was clear and the weather fine he could 
accomplish a good many miles before morning. 
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" Push on to Ravenscleugh like a good f ellow,** 
said North, '^ and send Numjala on to me as soon 
as you can. He is a first-rate nurse, and it will 
be no use my attempting to move for some days. 
Kapain shall go with you ; you can understand 
him and he you, while I am rather accomplished 
in the Lakahari lingo. The best service you can 
do me is to send on Numjala and a fresh horse. 
We have plenty of food and these black fellows 
shall patch up the hut which has been a bit blown 
about." 

It was a busy day ; Kapain and his compatriot 
made a grand job of the hut. They gathered the 
long yellow withered grass which lay about in 
profusion ; they broke off the branchlets of the 
trees and laid them from pole to pole of the up- 
rights which formed the supports of the edifice, 
thatching it with the grass and stuffing dry leaves 
and tufts of fern into the interstices till it became 
quite a substantial edifice. 

North was very anxious that food and drink 
should be amply provided for the travelers, and 
sent many messages to Erie and Mrs. Sutton, 
when just as they were about to mount and ride 
Kapain discovered that the calabashes which held 
the water were quite empty, so the Lakahari was 
ordered to the mountain spring to fetch some. 

" I say, Kapain ! Get a big fire made up to 
scare away the beasts ; there's lots of stuff about^ 
and look here, have you any of that herb juioe 
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your mother gives to soothe pain ? I am suffer- 
ing horribly, all down my side, too." Kapain 
dived into a bag and drew forth a square of 
roughly embroidered leather. It was like a large 
purse and from it he extracted a little bottle, 
dropped some of the contents into some water 
which North swallowed, and lay down again on 
the bed they had made for him of grass and leaves 
and karosses. Forrester proposed to stay beside 
him until the Lakahari returned, but North would 
not hear of it. 

" It will not take an hour to go to the fountain 
and back," he said, " and the sooner you go the 
sooner Numjala will come to me. I shall not get 
to sleep till you are off. See what a splendid fire 
I have 1 No wild beast will pass that. Good- 
by. Hope I shall see you in London. Gad, I 
feel more comfortable already. Good-by." He 
seemed dropping asleep as Forrester shook hands 
with him. 

On their way to saddle their horses Kapain 
threw two more big branches on the fire. " It 
will last till the Lakahari returns," he said, " but 
he will take longer than the baas thinks. The 
lower pool is quite dry. He'll have to climb up 
to the top one." 

Forrester's brain was struggling with strange, 
uncanny fancies. '* I never knew North to fail 
in a shot before and he has lost his favorite horse. 
Is his luck going to change ? Suppose some of 
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those burning branches rolled down against, or 
were blown against the hut — why, it would bum 
like tinder. The smoke, too, would suffocate 
him. He would cease to breathe almost before 
he felt any pain. Then they might look for the 
heir presumptive in vain." Surely fate had given 
him another chance. Should he be so weak as to 
disregard it ? 

" Kapain — stop — I came away with the baas' 
pet riding whip. I must take it back. Hold my 
horse. It is only a few yards. I'll not disturb 
him with the noise of horse's feet — wait here." 

The obedient native drew rein and stood quite 
still. Forrester dismounted, and holding a whip 
in his hand, walked straight and with a composed 
air to the fire; though not quite opposite the 
door, the glare showed North sleeping peacefully. 
Forrester stood a moment gazing at him, his face 
twitched, his eyes contracted, then he stole away 
to the fire, passed it in the direction where he 
had left his horse, but as he passed he gave one 
vigorous kick to a blazing branch and sent it 
toward the hut. The impetus was not quite 
enough. It stopped short of actual contact, but 
the dry herbage, the leaves and inflammable ma- 
terials near by caught the flame and before For- 
rester turned his back on the scene he could see 
that the lowest layer of grass and twigs com- 
posing North's temporary shelter had already 
kindled. 
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Forrester walked on rapidly and steadily. 

" All right," he said, " I did not wake the baas. 
He sleeps quietly, and I got my own whip, but 
we have lost a little time; we must press on. 
That's not a bad horse you are riding. Is it your 
own or one of Baas North's ? " 

They spurred on into the quiet silvery night 
while the red glow of the fire on the other edge 
of the forest grew paler as they put an increasing 
distance between it and themselves. 



CHAPTER XIX 

Meantime the Ravenscleugh family were in 
a state of ferment. 

The same post which brought North and For- 
rester the letters mentioned in the last chapter 
brought others to Erie and Madeleine which 
changed the face of affairs considerably. 

To Erie came a thick one with a deep black 
border announcing the death of General Blair. 
His widow wrote in sincere sorrow. 

" When I married him," she said, " it was, I 
confess, chiefly from motives of prudence, and at 
first he often rubbed me the wrong way. I 
ought to put it we rubbed each other the wrong 
way, but as I grew to know him better I learned 
to like and respect him for his common sense and 
impartiality. So appreciating and understanding 
him better, I could manage him more success- 
fully. He bore much suffering bravely and 
patiently, and my best consolation is to think I 
was a comfort to him at any rate for the greater 
part of our married life. I am feeling very 
wretched and lonely, but of course this will pass, 
at least I earnestly hope it will." After some 
details of her husband's last moments, she pro- 
ceeded : " I believe, my dear John, you know it 
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was always my wish to adopt Madeleine, first 
because I loved the child — she would be a 
daughter to me ; secondly, because she is a bur- 
den to you, a burden you did npt like, though 
you bore it fairly well. I have not seen you to- 
gether for many years, but I fancy you cannot 
sympathize much, being so dissimilar by nature. 
Now that I am alone, I am very anxious for 
Madeleine's companionship, and I think I can 
make her happy and comfortable. Thanks to 
the general's prudence and good management, I 
am (with the help of my pension), fairly well off 
and hope to make savings, so as not to leave my 
adopted daughter penniless. Will you therefore 
send her to me as soon as possible? Some 
friends of mine — Colonel and Mrs. Sinclair — 
have been quartered at Colesberg and will be 
coming home about the end of July. They will, 
I know, be pleased to take charge of Madeleine 
if you will take her to them. I will write to 
Mrs. Sinclair by this post— you will find a check 
inclosed, etc., etc. Why do you not send Dolly, 
too ? I should help you to place her at a good 
school and take care of her. Shall you send 
Jim to school in Cape Town ? As he is to be a 
South African it might be as well. Give the in- 
closed to Madeleine and tell her to come soon, 
soon." 

To her sister Mrs. Blair wrote with more emo- 
tion, and tears of gratitude sprang to Made- 
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leine^s eyes as she read her affectionate invita- 
tion. 

" I suppose you will accept, Madeleine ? '' said 
John Erie when he watched her reading her 
letter in silence until she dropped the hand 
which held it in her lap. 

" Yes, of course. It is my duty to go and I 
shall be very happy with dear Kitty, but oh 1 it 
is hard to part with the children. Will you let 
Dolly come with me, John? It would be de- 
lightful for me, and good for her 1 " 

Erie did not answer immediately, and then he 
said, not very patiently : 

''You are a good girl, Madeleine, your head 
may be wrong, sometimes, and full of silly 
fancies, but your heart is right." 

Madeleine's improved prospects threw a beau- 
tifying light on her moral and mental qualities ; 
moreover the prospect of losing her opened her 
brother's eyes to her value as a companion and 
teacher. 

" But no," resumed Erie after a pause, " I can- 
not let my little Dolly go yet awhile. A girl's 
education is not of so much importance ! Mrs. 
Sutton will teach her to be useful, which is the 
great object of a woman's life out here — ^nol 
Madeleine, I cannot part with Dolly yet. But 
we must ascertain what these friends of Kitty's 
are going to do— I mean what time thoj 
start'' 
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" They will write, no doubt. Now I must go 
away and think, John ! for I feel quite dizzy, and 
unable to regulate my thoughts. Do not tell 
the children to-day. If they are sorry, and I 
think they will be, I shall not know how to tear 
myself away." 

"That is mere sentimentality," he returned 
hastily. " Such an oflfer is not to be had every 
day, and it means a provision for life. I could 
not allow you to hesitate for a moment ; go and 
write to Kitty at once and fix the matter — we'll 
say nothing to Doll and Jim at present I " 

Such was the condition of things when For- 
rester reached Kavenscleugh. To his disgust he 
had been obliged to spend two nights on the 
road between the " happy hunting ground " 
where he had left North, and the abode of his 
lady love. 

He could not account for the feverish eager- 
ness to press on, and the overwhelming sense of 
fatigue which alternately urged him to exertion 
and depressed him to feebleness. 

During these three weary days of travel no 
news of any kind reached him from his pleasant 
genial comrade, and imagination tormented him 
with an ever changing succession of pictures — 
North stupefied, before he was well awake — 
North struggling with semi-consciousness of 
danger prevented from following the instinct of 
self-preservation by the inability to move, tho 
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difficulty of breathing further deadening his 
faculties. 

What awaited him (Forrester) in the future! 
should he hear at Kavenscleugh that his hated 
rival had been swept from his path by an un- 
toward accident ? and that the future lay before 
him steeped in the sunshine of success — ^glowing 
with the splendor of wealth, luxury, distinc- 
tion ? How was it that he felt so irritable, so 
infernally restless and depressed? He was 
surely not going to be a weak, penitent idiot at 
this time of day ? 

In this uncomfortable mood he reached Bavens- 
cleugh, where he learned that Numjala had 
already started on his return journey to his 
master — that baas had ridden on with the 
stranger baas and that no one was in the house 
but Mrs. Sutton. 

Forrester was by no means disposed to endure 
her company, but a desperate need for a nip of 
brandy drove him indoors, where he found the 
active housekeeper in the kitchen inspecting the 
cleaning of some copper saucepans which had 
been neglected. 

" Bless us and save us, Mr. Forrester ! What 
has happened to ye ? You look as bad as if yon 
had a touch of malaria, or had seen the devil !^ 
she exclaimed, with a scared expression, as her 
eyes fell on him. " You must have a drop of 
brandy ; come along to the dining-roouL*' 
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" I don't feel quite right, Mrs. Sutton, and was 
going to ask you for a restorative." 

" The sooner you swallow it the better, and 
there's nothing like brandy," and she led the way 
to an old curiously carved oak cupboard, where 
she kept her most highly prized treasures. 

" Sit down," she said. Forrester obeyed, while 
she selected a huge wrought iron key from her 
bunch, unlocked the receptacle and poured out a 
very large "drop" of her favorite restorative. 
" There now ! drink it slow, it will bring back 
the life to your heart." 

" It certainly does," he said, after swallowing 
the " drop." 

" And where have you been ? " 

" I cannot tell you the name of the place, but it 
was a long day's ride beyond the Lakahari 
kraals. However, we have bagged two or three 
lions." 

" Haven't we heard of all that ! Mr. St. Maur 
gave us a full, true and particular account of 
how he saved Mr. North's life — to say nothing 
of " 

Here the sound of approaching footsteps 
caught her ear and she paused; then the door 
was flung open, Dolly and Jim rushed in, fol- 
lowed by Madeleine. 

" Oh ! Mr. Forrester, we saw your horse being 
led to the stables. How tired it looked ! " cried 
Jim. 
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"Jim said it was not yours, but I knew it 
was ! " exclaimed Dolly. " Won't Mr. St. Maur 
be glad you have come. He has been quite cross 
because you stayed away so long.'' 

"Yes! he is eager to begin your return 
journey," added Madeleine. "I hope you es- 
caped safe and sound from your encounters with 
the lords of the forest. Mr. St. Maur gave us 
startling accounts of your adventures." She 
stopped and looked wistfully around as if seek- 
ing for some one or something. 

" She misses North 1 " thought Forrester, bit- 
terly. 

" Oh, where is Bula "—asked Dolly. " Why 
haven't you brought him back ? " 

Forrester pleased to feel himself equal to the 
occasion mentally blessed the " nip " of brandy. 

"Oh, your friend the * Elephant Smasher' 
nearly smashed himself," and he proceeded to 
describe how North fell over the tangled roots 
of a bush and sprained his ankle severely. " I 
should not have left him save at his own request, 
for he knew the reason of my great anxiety to 
catch the steamer for Southampton on the 4:th at 
Cape Town. My mother is very ill, and anziaoB 
I should be with her." 

" You must, indeed, be anxious to get away," 
said Madeleine kindly. 

"Yes, it's very trying, and the difficulty of 
getting over the ground in this country is so 
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great. I have ridden hard to-day hoping to per- 
suade St. Maur (if we can arrange matters) to 
start to-morrow, so if you will excuse me, I'll go 
to my room till supper time," returned Forrester, 
feeling more and more composed as he handled 
the difficult task of accounting for things and 
saw that they were fitting in as he intended they 
should. 

^^ Maybe it's fretting about his mother that 
makes him look as if he had seen a ghost," said 
Mrs. Sutton, as the door closed behind him. 
" He does look bad, but I wouldn't have thought 
it of him." 

" You are terribly prejudiced against Mr. For- 
rester, grannie ! I believe he is very fond of 
his mother, and I dare say she thinks him an 
angel." 

"Mothers are great fools," remarked Mrs. 
Sutton. 

" Fortunately for their children. Isn't it for- 
tunate that Nurajala went off yesterday? Mr. 
North will want his help very much." 

" Faith, the poor dear gentleman has had no 
luck at all lately 1 " ejaculated Mrs. Sutton. " I 
wish we had him down here, for it's little comfort 
he had in a hut like that which Mr. Forrester 
describes. The men are queer creatures. The 
son of a duke will go hunting about in the wilds, 
sleeping under rocks and trees, and hobnobbing 
with savages of all sorts, while at home he'd be 
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crying out thunder and turf if there was a wrinkle 
in his sheets." 

" That is rather to their credit, grannie," said 
Madeleine, and she also went away to her room, 
for she was always glad of a chance to sit aloDe 
and think of the great change awaiting her. 

This sprained ankle of North's was peculiarly 
unfortunate. Suppose it detained him till she 
had left Bavenscleugh ? Perhaps she might 
never see him again. True, he said he was 
going to England, but a thousand and one things 
might occur to prevent him, and then where 
would be the joy she had anticipated from a 
future passed with her bright, kind sister? 
Never to see North again! Never to hear his 
deep, melodious voice! She shuddered at the 
thought of such desolation, while she flashed 
with shame for having thus given her heart and 
soul to one who had never asked for either. 
What a cruel misfortune it was to be weak and 
loving! Why was it she could not resist the 
charm which North possessed ? Yet he certainly 
liked her — liked her as a lonely little girl, who 
evoked his compassion when a child and now 
interested him because of their having drifted 
together in so peculiar and unexpected a fashion. 

" Well, he shall never guess from my manner 
how silly I have been," reflected Madeleine, ex- 
aggerating her own culpability in the matter of 
self-betrayal like many a warm-hearted, high- 
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fipirited girl before her, who, in the effort to 
mask her real feelings assumes indifference so 
successfully that the admirer who was warming 
into a lover is repelled and two people lose the 
rare chance of happiness. It is a difficult ques- 
tion how to act and seem at such a crisis — to be 
self-respecting and yet not too cold. 

St. Maur proved rather unmanageable as to the 
question of starting on their homeward journey. 

"To set out to-morrow was ridiculous, by 
Jove 1 and downright uncivil to their good host. 
They might as well stay and see Miss Erie off; 
in fact, ride as far as Kirktown with her, where 
Mactier and the wagons were waiting for them 
and where their ways parted." 

" Don't mind me," said Erie, who was present 
at the dispute. " I do not know when we may 
set out. I have not heard from Colonel Sinclair 
yet, and until I know their plans I can make 
none. Then I don't care to leave Mrs. Sutton 
and the children alone with only native servants. 
I'd like to persuade either North or Dr. Elliott to 
take charge of the place in my absence." 

Forrester, however, being the stronger of the 
two, was able to effect a compromise, and the 
morning of the second day after his return to 
Ravenscleugh he managed to carry off St. Maur. 
Erie rode with them as far as Kirktown, hoping 
to gather some news of the doctor there and also 
to find letters. 
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Forrester had grown exceedingly anxious for 
news. If Numjala had found his master dead, 
he would most certainly have returned to tell the 
baas, his master's friend. If he still lived, but 
was hurt or dying from the injuries he had 
received in the fire, Numjala would not leave 
him. In either case, Forrester was anxious to be 
away on his journey before there was anything 
definitely known respecting North, and callous 
though he was, he shrank from the idea of meet- 
ing him face to face. Besides these consider- 
ations, he was eager to reach London and lay 
the first stones of an edifice he was resolved to 
construct, videlicit a scheme for disproving 
North's identity should he reappear and en- 
deavor to make good his claim to be Marma- 
duke Lisle's heir. He even hoped to persuade 
Lady Bamborough to espouse his cause, know- 
ing the lengths that lady would go to achieve 
success in anything she undertook. 

" Well, Miss Erie, I must say good-by, and I'm 
awfully sorry — awfully sorry, by Jove ! to say it, 
though you have been cruel and cold, positively 
refrigerating I " exclaimed St. Maur in the face of 
the assembled family when the moment of part- 
ing came. '^ But you see I am a sort of fcdlo^v 
that never despairs. I'll see you in London 
before long. You'll write and let me know 
where you're to be found, eh ? My address is 
the Conservative Club ! But when I get home 
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I'll go in for the Traveler's — now, you won't 
forget ? Shall I write it down for you ? " 

" Oh, no, thank you ! The Conservative Club 
is very easy to remember." 

" Awfully sorry not to see North again. Tell 
him I said so." 

" I will if I see him, which I may not." 

" Very unkind of you not to ride to Kirktown 
with us." 

"I should only I am too busy making 'auld 
claes look amaist as weel's the new I ' " 

" Clothes ! Oh, by Jove 1 What an Elysium 
of shopping you'll find yourself in, once you 
reach London ! Good-by. It will seem an aw- 
fully long time till I see you ! " 

"Time's up," said Erie impatiently, loudly. 
St. Maur ^vrung Madeleine's hand and blew his 
nose in a red silk pocket handkerchief. 

"We shall meet again," Forrester almost 
whispered, and there was threatening as well as 
admiration in the lingering glance he cast upon 
her. 

" I hope you will have a prosperous journey, 
Mr. Forrester, and find your mother well again." 

They were gone. Mrs. Sutton sat down with 
a sigh that was almost a groan. 

" Well, I am sorry to see that poor fellow St. 
Maur go off in that broken-hearted sort of a way. 
As to Forrester, I begin to doubt he is such a black 
divil as I thought, since I see how troubled he 
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is about his mother. Faith, there's a bit of good 
in every one, but he hates North and I'd like to 
know the reason why." 

" I think, grannie, that is your fancy. I never 
saw any sign of it." 

" God help you, jewel I Sure you neither 
think evil nor see it," and Mrs. Sutton took up 
her needlework, for she was slaving early and 
late to put Madeleine's wardrobe in order, and 
making the most of scant materials, occasionally 
bedewing them with tears when she spoke of the 
wearer's approaching departure. 

" You'll write to me, me darlin', won't you ? 
And I'll tell you all our news. It's not much 
you'll get from the master — sure he must send 
that crature Dolly to school somewhere and he's 
just cracked not to send her with you. For 
what am I to teach a young lady," etc., etc., and 
the hours slipped away in work and talk, the 
latter chiefly on Mrs. Sutton's side, for Made- 
leine's heart was too full to say much. 

The day was closing in when Erie returned, 
yet it was considerably earlier than he was ex- 
pected. He came in quickly and, looking round, 
exclaimed, " Oh I there you are, Madeleine 1 you'll 
have to hurry up your preparations 1 I found a 
letter from Colonel Sinclair. He wants you to 
join them at Colesberg not later than the 7th of 
July, as they are to embark at Port Elizabeth, 
and that's nearly two hundred miles. Sindair 



A Missing Hero 341 

has been on detachment duty at Colesberg, 
rather convenient for me. I think we may do 
the journey in four or five days, with the light 
cart and a pair of stout horses ; after Colesberg, 
there are great facilities for traveling." Erie 
paused after this unusually long speech and 
drew a letter from his pocket, Madeleine being 
somewhat stunned by the imminence of the part- 
ing before her. 

" Colonel Sinclair writes very civilly, and his 
wife adds a * postscript.' " 

The letter was frank and kindly, and very 
soothing to Madeleine's depressed, strained 
nerves. 

" Then we must leave on Monday at latest 1 " 
she said tremulously. 

"Better make it Sunday, if the weather is 
fine," suggested Erie. 

" Bless us and save us ! " ejaculated Mrs. Sut- 
ton, " that only gives us three days to finish up 
everything and pack, and " 

" Just so, you must pack everything finished 
and unfinished, and prepare us provisions at any 
rate for the last two days, we'll pass some farms 
at the outset ! I wish I knew where Elliott is : I 
want to see him badly. His people say he is 
away in the marshy country northwest from 
Lakahari, but do not know when he will re- 
turn." 

From this evening there was no time for 
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thought ; every one was busy, and so far the ex- 
citement of the scramble kept the children from 
tears or teasing, and Mrs. Sutton was too hurried 
to weep. " Time enough for that when you're 
gone." 

Late on Saturday, to John Erie's great satis- 
faction. Dr. Elliott rode up and was very cordi- 
ally welcomed. 

" Did you hear that I particularly wanted to 
see you ? " asked Erie, when greetings had been 
exchanged. 
" No, I have heard nothing 1 " 
" Where have you come from, then ? " 
" From North, on whom I stumbled partly by 
accident, fortunately for him I I had been very 
successful in finding specimens, rather remark- 
able specimens, when a native I met on the edge 
of the big Karo (dry desert) told me that baas- 
was hunting lions not far off to the south, so I 
rode on to try and meet him, and after nightfall 
the next day reached that stretch of hill and 
forest just below the swampy district, where you 
often find lions. Suddenly I noticed the glare of 
a big fire against the sky, and pushing on, I came 
to an open space where a big hut, all grass and 
leaves and branches, such as the Lakahari men 
make so quickly, all in a blaze, so I thought it 
just possible that North might be within stupefied 
with the sleep of fatigue, so I dashed in and 
found the poor fellow in the very nick of time. 
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My boy and I between us dragged him out ; half- 
an-hour, nay, quarter of an hour later, would 
have been too late ; as it is his left hand and arm 
are badly burnt." 

Then Elliott recapitulated North's account of 
how the fire had occurred and what led up to it. 
Outside at a little distance two empty calabashes 
lay on the ground, evidently dropped by the na- 
tive after-rider who had gone in search of water 
and fled in terror from the burning hut. 

"I have left Numjala and my Malay with 
North. They are traveling slowly down and I 
have ridden ahead to give you notice." 

Madeleine could not speak I What curious 
crisis of fate impended over North. Twice he 
had narrowly escaped death, would a third break 
the spell which had hitherto preserved him? 
Whatever might be hidden behind the curtain of 
the future she must leave without seeing him, 
without meeting those caressing eyes of his 
which affected her as no other eyes ever had ; 
should she ever meet him again ? 

Much talk between Erie and the doctor ensued ; 
the latter agreed to remain in charge of the 
house and household till the master returned, 
though Elliott did not think matters looked so 
threatening as his host did. In fact, it was some 
years later than the date of this story before the 
real troubles began. 

Next morning early the cart, provisioned and 
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provided with a thick canvas tilt, was brought to 
the door, a spare horse was tied to the end and 
Ghamba, one of the horse-keepers, attired and 
armed for active service to accompany, next ap- 
peared, and then Madeleine accompanied by a 
tearful procession, Mrs. Sutton, Dolly, an old 
Kafiir woman who cleaned the saucepans, and 
two girls who assisted in the house and wore 
somewhat grimy petticoats, having (they said) 
embraced the Christian religion; they were 
deeply moved and howled aloud. The mastiff 
seemed to know he was losing a friend and stuck 
close to Madeleine with an expressive droop in 
his tail. She was quite past speech ; the Kaffir 
girls kissed her hand and Mrs. Sutton and Dolly 
embraced her with abundant tears — Jim permit- 
ted her to kiss him and actually kissed her back, 
and she even put her arms round Dr. Elliott's 
neck. Then she mounted the cart, looked round 
at the well-known, charming scene visible from 
the entrance and kissed her hand repeatedly to 
the group on the steps. John Erie took the 
reins and cracked his formidable whip, and 
Madeleine was swept away from the home where, 
if she had known some sorrow, she had also tasted 
some moments of exquisite pleasure, which she 
felt she should never see again. 

Mrs. Sutton sat down on the doorstep and 
burying her face in her handkerchief sobbed 
aloud, and Jim, hitherto stoical, broke down and 
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rolling his pocket handkerchief into a hard ball 
thrust it into each eye alternately, his shoulders 
heaving. Mrs. Sutton suddenly dropped hers, 
and gazing sternly at the little culprit, whom she 
suspected of mocking her, said in dignified re- 
buke, "you nasty, hard-hearted, mocking little 
unbelieving heathen, I'll have ye to know." 

" Grannie ! " whispered Dolly, " he is crying 
really." 

" Eh 1 What ? Well he is so ! Come to me 
arrums, me poor darlin' ! Shure, I'm a beast to 
mistake ye. We're all desolate afther the loss of 
her, the sweet kind creature ! It'll be long be- 
fore we see her like again I Don't mind me, 
doctor, dear ! come indoors and I'll make you a 
fresh hot cup of tea ; sure sorrow is bitter cold at 
any season of the year. Ay, my blessin' go 
with you wherever you are, Madeleine, my 
heart 1" 



CHAPTER XX 

London, dim, multitudinous, laborious, Inez* 
haustible London, who that has dwelt within 
its bounds and imbibed its strong spirit does not 
return to it with profound interest, even if it has 
not won affection. Madeleine, though her ex- 
perience was limited to the prison-like precincts 
of a suburban school, with its large but walled in 
garden, and a monotonous existence, varied by 
occasional visits to panoramas and entertainments 
at the polytechnic of the improving order, al- 
ways thought of the mighty metropolis as the 
most wonderful place in the world. A drive 
through its crowded streets in the "humble 'bus" 
excited her imagination and suggested endless 
ideas to her active brain, for she was that very 
uncommon type of girl, that enjoys thinking, as 
much as the more ordinary loves talking. 

Then the prospect of seeing her sister once 
more, the sister she loved with such hearty, grate- 
ful affection, made her heart beat almost pain- 
fully as the train in which she accomplished the 
last portion of her long and sometimes trying 
journey approached 'VV^aterloo station. She 
would be sorry, too, to say good-by to her kind 
escort, Colonel and Mrs. Sinclair, with whom she 
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had become friendly and intimate. Of those left 
behind, she had heard little or nothing ; a brief 
letter from her brother awaited her at Port Eliza- 
beth, which told her that all was well at Ravens- 
cleugh, and that North had had a narrow escape 
of being burned in his hut. He was all right 
again, however, and was staying with them at 
present. He desired his kind regards to Made- 
leine, and hoped to see her in London before long. 

This had cheered Madeleine for awhile, but 
the mists of uncertainty had soon gathered over 
her again, and she told herself she must not hope, 
for everything connected with North was vague 
and mvsterious. 

Her reflections were interrupted by Colonel 
Sinclair, who began to strap up bundles and lift 
bags from the nettings overhead, a note of 
preparation which did not calm Madeleine's 
nerves ; a few minutes more, the pace slackened 
and they were gliding alongside the platform. 

" There she is ! " exclaimed Colonel Sinclair, 
who had thrust his head out of the window. 
" There's your sister, my dear ! " and Madeleine 
saw a lady in deep mourning, who was in the act 
of throwing back her veil to scan the carriages. 

" Oh, yes ; it is Kitty ! How ill she looks I '' 
cried Madeleine, and the next minute they 
stopped, the door was opened, and Made- 
leine found herself in Mrs. Blair's kindly 
embrace. 
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"So delighted to have you once more, my 
sweet Sissy 1 Your train is quite ten minutes be- 
hind time. You have more color than you used, 
and the sea air has tanned you I Dear Mrs. 
Sinclair, so glad to see you I A thousand thanks 
for bringing this child to me safe and sound. 
Ah ! colonel, how goes it ? " Brief greetings ex- 
changed, the colonel hurried oflf to collect their 
luggage, while Mrs. Blair, having drawn Made- 
leine's arm within her own and held it close to 
her side, asked after mutual acquaintances and 
answered friendly inquiries until Colonel Sin- 
clair, with the success and celerity of an old cam- 
paigner, gathered the baggage, called cabs and 
did the needful in all directions. Then "an 
revoirs " were exchanged, the Sinclairs drove off 
to their hotel, and Madeleine and her sister found 
themselves descending the steep slope to . 

" I somehow did not expect to find you so com- 
pletely grown up, dear," said Mrs. Blair. ** You 
were quite babyish for your years when I was 
last at home — and that reminds me — where do 
you think I have taken rooms, for I am obliged 
to stay in town some time longer, as there is so 
much to be done ? At the old place where you 
stayed with me before I married the dear gen- 
eral — where poor Geoffrey Lisle gave you that 
pretty necklet the day he disappeared, and no 
one has ever heard a word of him since ! " 

" How strange it will be to see the old plaoe 
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again I " said Madeleine, who felt in some unrea- 
sonable way that going there was a good omen. 

" And tell me, how is John ? Is he really suc- 
ceeding with the farm ? You know how little 
he ever tells in a letter. I suppose it is a ghastly 
place to live in, and I am afraid John is not very 
sympathetic to you, Madeleine ! " 

" Well, no ; but he could not help that 1 Dolly 
and Jim are dear children. I do wish John 
would have let Dolly come with me. It is time 
she began to learn more than I can teach." 

By such fragmentary talk the long drive to 
Westbourne Park was shortened. 

Then, who does not know the mixture of pain 
and pleasure in such a meeting, when one of the 
friends has just seen the grave close over the 
companion whose needs occupied her whole life, 
and whose loss left it bare and empty, the con- 
fusion of question and answer, and the quiver of 
light from the dawning possibilities of the future, 
creeping over the edge of present depression? 
Madeleine felt really for the first time in her life 
the delightful sense of being at home, of being of 
real importance to her sister, who looked worn 
and a good deal older than when last they parted. 
She had grown thinner, too, and the brightness 
bad faded from her red-gold hair ; still the face 
was pleasant to look upon, and a touch of sad- 
ness about the mouth and eyes made it more 
interesting. 
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The train from Southampton arrived in time 
to allow the travelers a necessary change of 
dusty garments before dinner, which was most 
refreshing on a sultry evening at the end of 
August. Madeleine, as she took her seat oppo- 
site her sister, could not help contrasting the 
neatly spread table, the flowers, the extreme 
cleanliness and prettiness of everything with the 
solidity and largeness of all the appliances at 
Ravensoleugh, yet how lovingly she remembered 
the rugged amplitude of that homely dining- 
room, with its grand outlook over the veldt to 
the snow-capped mountain range beyond I 

Time flew swiftly by, for the sisters had much 
to tell each other. But deeply enjoying their 
sympathetic talk and freely pouring out her 
heart to her recovered friend, Madeleine kept the 
curtain of silence over one experience, the most 
important of all. She had promised North never 
to betray her knowledge of his identity, and she 
would be faithful whether they ever met again 
or not. 

At last Mrs. Blair exclaimed, as a neighboring 
church clock struck, "Oh, Madeleine! can that 
be twelve o'clock ? We must to bed, child. You 
must be very tired." 

" Indeed, I am not ; I could talk on forever.** 

" So could I. However, we shall have many 
a day to exercise our tongues together. What a 
comfort to have you with me, my little Sissy. 
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Bnt I must drop that childish name ; what a mis- 
take on the part of nature to condemn me to 
childlessness. How I should have delighted in 
boys and girls of my very own ; but I am thank- 
ful to have so good a substitute as yourself, only 
you'll marry some horrid man and leave me. 
Now go away to your bed and sleep sound. We 
have a severe day's shopping before us to-morrow. 
I promised to meet Mrs. Sinclair at Shoolbred's 
at eleven. She is in a great hurry to rig herself 
out, as they are going to stay with some grand 
relations in Scotland — then we must get your 
mourning, so — to bed, to bed, to bed ! " 

The last of August is not a good time for shop- 
ping. The heads of firms are taking their holi- 
days, so are their principal assistants. The sum- 
mer stock is nearly sold out and the new autumn 
goods have not come in ; moreover, what re- 
mains of the former supply is dusty and creased 
from much turning over. Nevertheless activity 
and resolution enabled Mrs. Blair and her friend 
to accomplish their herculean undertaking, and 
in a surprisingly short time Mrs. Sinclair was 
equipped for moor and mountain. 

" You must give me your last day in town," 
said Mrs. Blair to the colonel. " I shall not see 
you again for some time. You'll be ready and 
packed up on Tuesday — dine with me ? I shall 
not keep you late and you can get off by the 
9:30 for Edinburgh next morning." 
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" Delighted, I'm sure ! " Mrs. Sinclair was 
equally willing, for the old friends had plenty to 
talk about and many mutual interests. 

"I suppose you enjoy this happy hunting 
ground of shops and fashions after your long 
fast from such joys," said Colonel Sinclair to 
Madeleine. " Still I fancy you have a soft spot 
in your heart for Ravenscleugh." 

" I should be very ungrateful if I had not." 

" Then you had a good deal of excitement in 
the way of visitors," added Mrs. Sinclair. " I as- 
sure you all the ladies in Durban were enchanted 
with the Honorable Tom St. Maur and his dis- 
tinguished secretary, and they were your guests 
at Eavenscleugh for some time, were they not?" 

'^ They came to and fro a good deal and made 
themselves very pleasant." 

" By the way," resumed the colonel ; " you 
met that remarkable man they call Bula N'Zou 
who is such a mighty hunter. He is a great 
friend of your brother's, I've been told." 

" Yes, he is often there." 

'^ I always wished to meet him, but he avoids 
the towns and only foregathers with men of his 
own tastes and pursuits. What is he like? semi- 
savage, I suppose ? " 

" Oh, no ! He is just like any other English 
gentleman — very quiet and gentle." 

" What an extraordinary name 1 Who is this 
mysterious personage ? " asked Mrs. Blair. 
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" His name was given him by the natives. He 
has killed so many elephants they call him * The 
Elephant Smasher,' which is the translation of 
Bula N'Zou, but who or what he is nobody 
knows. The governor of Natal told me there 
was a fellow in the Rifles out there some six or 
seven years ago who did know all about him. 
They hunted together for some time, but no one 
could ever get a word from Verner as to the 
Elephant Smasher's story. They say the natives 
almost worshipped him." 

'^ I dare say there is many a romantic tale lost 
to sight and the publishers in that strange un- 
explored land," said Mrs. Blair. "Were I 
younger I should like to go out there. Now I 
cling to comforts and ease — I always feel so 
tired." 

" That feeling will leave you, now you have 
time for a thorough rest." 

Then the conversation turned on the prospects 
of the Colony, and the absurd ideas some men 
held that it was rich in mineral treasures and 
that the Boers might some day prove formidable 
foes. They parted in high good humor with 
themselves and each other, having spoken 
vaguely of meeting somewhere in Italy and win- 
tering together somewhere on the Riviera. 

After a few more days of dust and suflFocating 
sultriness, Madeleine's garments were completed 
and for the first time in her life she knew the 
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delight of being well, though by no means ex- 
travagantly dressed. Mrs. Blair smiled kindly 
though a little sadly at her girlish pleasure. 

" This huge place is growing quite intolerably 
airless and baking," said Mrs. Blair one afternoon 
when she returned from one of her many visits 
to her lawyer. "Mr. Lowe says nothing more 
can be done till the law people begin to gather 
for Michaelmas term. I really think we must 
get away for a month or six weeks at the sea- 
side. I pine for a breath of the soft salt sea 
air!" 

" You look dreadfully white," responded Made- 
leine. " I think a change would do you a great 
deal of good." 

" There is a primitive little place on the North- 
umbrian coast, between Blyth and Alnwick, 
which would tone us both up. General Blair was 
very fond of it, but we were there only for a 
short time. There is a small river there running 
into the sea ; the tide makes quite a wide stream 
of it when it is high. It is called Witham Ferry. 
I'll write and inquire whether we can have room 
at the inn there. Eoman remains and splendid 
threatening rocks give it a picturesque aspect 
We will take down a lot of books and make a lot 
of plans. Do you like the idea, Madeleine ? " 

"Yes, immensely. I have seen so little of 
English coast scenery." 

" I shall write as soon as I have finished my 
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cofTee and talk to Stenner about it. Stenner is 
much more crotchety than he used to be. His 
wife is a great loss to him. She had a good deal 
more sense. Do you remember her, Madeleine ? " 

"Hardly. She used to give me sweeties, I 
think, which ought to have secured a place in 
my memory." 

Mrs. Blair did not let the grass grow under 
her feet, and preliminaries were soon settled. 
Four days later Mrs. Blair and her adopted 
daughter were flying north to an obscure little 
station, whence a ramshackle old wagonette and 
pair of cart horses conveyed them up and down 
precipitous hills to Witham Ferry, which nestled 
under the cliffs some six or seven miles further 
from civilization. 

Facing the east, the wild winds sweeping 
across the North Sea, permitted small growth of 
foliage or the natural decorations of ferns and 
grass or wild flowers. The beauty of the grand, 
picturesque cliffs was of the sternest — neverthe- 
less, they were beautiful — changing from hour to 
hour in the varying light right and left of the 
stream which had worn its way down to sea 
level. The rocks rose straight up out of the water, 
which sometimes lashed them with fury and 
sometimes rippled along their dark length with 
caressing playfulness, kissing their rugged faces 
with white, foamy lips. 

The inn, a quaint rambling old place much 
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added to in the course of its existence, was 
perched among the rocks, and accessible by a 
steep path with occasional steps to aid the pedes- 
trian ; a sort of garden pleasure ground sur- 
rounded the inn, wherein the more sheltered 
nooks, roses and fuchsias and heliotropes re- 
warded the careful gardener with loveliness and 
perfume. 

" The Anchor," as the old hostelry was called, 
did a fairly good business ; yachts frequently put 
into the little bay and their crews and passengers 
found a welcome and excellent plain fare at the 
well-known inn. 

The sitting-room occupied by Mrs. Blair and 
Madeleine looked south. The trend of the coast 
at this side was eastward, so the huge beetling 
cliffs, rosy in the morning light, blue and gold 
toward midday and deep violet as the sun with- 
drew to his rest, leaving night to rule over their 
salient angles, were visible for miles from the 
wide, low, projecting window, where they loved 
to sit reading or working, while they recalled the 
past or anticipated the future. 

Ten days had passed away pleasantly, varied 
by boating or making excursions in a little pony 
carriage belonging to the inn, or walking along 
the level at the top of the cliffs, when the post 
brought them a number of letters to their gen- 
eral delight. 

'' I have oae from John, and this, this most be 
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from Mrs, Sutton. Oh ! she will tell me all the 
Eavenscleugh news. I have told you about her, 
Kitty ! " 

" Silly woman ! " said Mrs. Blair with an affec- 
tionate look at her young sister, but Madeleine 
was absorbed in her letter. 

Mrs. Blair watched her for a minute and then 
gave her attention to her own correspondence. 

" Mrs. Sutton writes a capital letter," said Mad- 
eleine, laying it on her work-basket. " Though 
an uneducated woman, she is shrewd, sensible 
and quite in earnest about things. She says they 
all missed me dreadfully, even Jimmy, and I 
never thought Jim cared for me I Like most 
boys, he does not show his feelings. I dare say 
even John has forgiven me for existing, now 
you have taken me off his hands. That is a 
horrid speech, isn't it, Kitty ? for, after all, I 
owe everything to John, and it was only natural 
to dislike a burden you did not bring on your- 
self, and he was always ready to give all I wanted, 
only he never understood me." 

" He did not, certainly, and I can see he made 
you unhappy ! Let's turn over the page and say 
no more about it ! " 

" By all means ! " replied Madeleine. " It 
seems," she resumed, taking up her letter again, 
" that Mr. North was badly burned when his hut 
took fire, and could not travel for a week or two, 
but he had gone when she wrote." 



(KiJk. 11,. I,;is kill,). hi.ri.'St 
HMlljinj;- wry ivi,iai-k;ii>l,- a 
ill .sjULL- <it liis ruugii buuL 
like a geatlenian." 

" I {a.ncy you liked him 
men." 

" Yes, I did ; he was more 
thoughtful." 

Mrs. Blair only said " ah ■ 
a few minutes. 

"He told Mrs. Sutton t 
greatly vexed not to see m 
leine. " But that he had nol 
claws." 

"Lion's claws! What wei 

" To make a brooch." 

" Yes, I have seen a hiw 
Come, Madeleine, let us go ■ 
am afraid from this letter 
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Madeleine turned a large telescope with which 
the window was furnished, upon the little vessel. 

^' There is a lady on board; two ladies, I 
think," said Madeleine, after gazing for a minute. 
" Oh, she is gone ! " for the yacht had caught the 
light breeze and glided away north, where Made- 
leine's field of vision was obtruded by a head- 
land. 

"Come along, dear! The air is quite deli- 
ciously fresh. Let's walk to that barrow which 
they say was an ancient British burial-place. The 
view will be very fine to-day." 

An hour's delightful stroll brought them to 
the mound. Mrs. Blair was full of the mem- 
ories of her first visit to the neighborhood, and 
talked a good deal, yet she noticed that her sis- 
ter was very silent and preoccupied. Arrived 
at the barrow which covered the grass wherein 
many big boulder-like stones lay scattered, they 
sat down for awhUe, gating out on the wide 
stretch of blue sea lying below them sparkling 
and rippling in the sunshine. 

" We are not the only people here ! " exclaimed 
Madeleine, suddenly. " I hear voices." 

"Yes; so do I. What Friday is coming to 
break in upon our Bobinson Crusoe solitude ? " 

As she spoke a party of pedestrians came 
around from the other side of the barrow. Two 
ladies, one tall, portly, upright, with handsome, 
large features which looked all the larger for the 
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small sailor hat perched above them ; her gar- 
ments consisted of a workman-like dark blue 
serge skirt and jacket ; beside her was a young 
and pretty girl in the same style of costume, and 
a little behind them was a gentleman in yacht- 
ing costume, who, at sight of Madeleine, sprang 
forward, exclaiming : " Miss Erie ! Can it be pos- 
sible?" and wi,th a sudden sense of uneasiness 
she recognized Forrester ! 



CHAPTEE XXI 

The sight of Forrester seemed to transport 
Madeleine to Bavenscleugh, its pains and pleas- 
ures. That he had been a lover or a would-be 
lover had almost faded from her mind ; his pres- 
ence, however, recalled North and Mrs. Sutton, 
Dr. Elliott, the dear children and her brother, 
who was really substantially good ; she had not 
valued him enough, so she stepped forward with 
joyous eyes and smiling lips to greet him. 

" Yes, indeed ' it's meself that's in it,' as Mrs. 
Sutton would say," she exclaimed, holding out 
her hand, which Forrester took in a lingering 
grasp, enchanted with her greeting and thinking 
she was turning in his favor with the variability 
of her sex. 

" I knew you would be in England before us," 
continued Forrester, "but I had no notion I 
should be so lucky as to fall in with you on this 
remote coast ! " 

"My sister and I found London so hot and 
breathless that we came down here for a little 
fresh air," Madeleine waved her hand slightly 
toward Mrs. Blair as she said " my sister," and 
that lady smiled and bowed in acknowledgment^ 
while Forrester raised his hat. 

361 
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MeantinGie his two companions stood calmly 
surveying the scene with evident interest. 

" Pray," said the elder of the two, advancing, 
" is this young lady the sister of your kind and 
hospitable friend, Mr. Erie ? " 

^' Yes, she is, allow me to present Miss Erie to 
you, Lady Bamborough," exclaimed Forrester, 
" and Mrs. Blair, who are both sisters of Mr. Erie." 

"Charmed to make your acquaintance, I'm 
sure," said Lady Bamborough with effusive con- 
descension. "I quite intended looking you up 
when I came to London, but my friend here, 
Mr. Forrester Morris, did not know your address ; 
really this meeting is quite dramatic ! Let me 
introduce my dear young friend. Miss Amelie 
Brydges." 

The smart looking pretty girl smiled and made 
a stifled curtsey. " How surprised my son will 
be to hear we had met you ! He ought to have 
been with us to-day, but he drove over to Aln- 
wick with his brother, my eldest son. Lord Cas- 
tlemore. You must come for a cruise with us 
some day. Where are you staying ? " 

"At Witham Ferry ! " returned Mrs. Blair, se^ 
ing that Madeleine left the reply to her. 

"Is there any place there you can stay in?** 
cried Lady Bamborough, elevating her strongly 
marked eyebrows. 

" Yes ! We have very pleasant rooms at tho 
AwhoT Inn ! " 
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" Indeed 1 we were going to walk over and 
join the yacht there. Shall we have the pleasure 
of accompanying you on your way back ? " 

" We shall be very pleased if you will ! " So 
they started together, Lady Bamborough saying 
in a friendly but decided tone : " Come, Miss 
Erie, I want to talk to you ; you must not be shy. 
I should like to hear your impressions. This is 
your first visit to England, I suppose ? " 

" Rather I have just returned from my first 
visit to Africa ! " said Madeleine, with a swift 
smile. 

" Oh ! indeed, I fancied you were born and 
brought up in South Africa " 

"I only went out there about two years 
ago." 

" Oh, indeed ! I am sure I feel greatly obliged 
to Mr. Erie for all his kind attention to my son 
and Mr. Forrester Morris. Did you see anything 
of my son's manuscript ? He has really written 
a very interesting account of his lion and ele- 
phant hunting. He is a very simple, unaffected 
young man, but I am surprised how well he de- 
scribes things. I was reading out some pas- 
sages to a few friends who are staying with us 
and they were deeply interested, quite breathless, 
indeed ! " 

"No, Mr. St. Maur was very hard-hearted! 
He always refused our prayers to be allowed 
to hear even a little bit of his book, but that was 
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really Mr. Forrester's fault ; he was very partio 
ular and would not allow any one to look at it." 

" After all, it was really my son's aflfair ! and 
did you know that wonderful hunting man, Bully 
— something," continued her ladyship ; " I am so 
interested in this expedition of my son's. You 
know, Mr. Erie, your brother, was a tenant of 
ours." 

" I do, indeed ! I was born and brought up at 
the Farm." 

" Then you must be the daughter of old Mr. 
Erie's second wife — a sweet, pretty, delicate 
woman. I remember her quite welL The place 
was too cold for her, she just faded away I How 
oddly things come about ! I fancy my boy ran 
some terrible risks ! Didn't some one shoot him 
by accident ? " 

" Not exactly ; Mr. North was shot by accident 
— some thought by Mr. St. Maur ! " 

^^ Oh ! that's nonsense. Tom is a first-rate shot, 
he could not make such a blunder ! " Here Lady 
Bamborough paused to fasten the cord whidi 
hung from her hat to a button, for the breeze had 
freshened and as they followed the path along 
the top of the cliflfs they turned to face it. Lady 
Bamborough offered a large surface to its oppos- 
ing force, the disrespectful blast showing the ex- 
tensive outline of her substantial figure and 
heightening the color in her weather-beaten face. 

" I dare say young people would rather walk 
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together," exclaimed Lady Bamborough. " What 
is your aunt's name, my dear ? " 

" My "sister is Mrs. Blair," said Madeleine, with 
a slight emphasis on sister. 

"Ah, she is in widow's weeds? Is she the 
widow of the late General Blair ? " 

^i She is " 

" Indeed ! I think I have met him long ago," 
and she fell back to join Mrs. Blair, plying her 
with many questions and evidently under the 
impression that she, too, had been of the party at 
Ravenscleugh. 

The younger members of the group talked 
easily. Miss Brydges being amused and interested 
in the adventures and experience which For- 
rester and Madeleine recalled to each other, and 
the distance to the rugged looking little inn 
seemed quite short. 

Arrived there Lady Bamborough graciously 
accepted Mrs. Blair's invitation to tea — com- 
mended the sitting-room as comfortable and the 
outlook as quite enchanting — walked to and fro 
examining the photographs and selecting flowers 
from the vases. Then she liked the tea and ap- 
proved the buttered toast and made an appoint- 
ment to take Mrs. Blair and her sister for a 
cruise on the following Tuesday. Finally she 
dispatched Forrester to see if there was any sign 
of the " yacht which ought to have been round 
long ago." 
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Madeleine took Miss Brydges to look at the 
garden among the rocks, where she loved to sit 
and read or work. In their absence the countess 
did her best to extract information from Mrs. 
Blair as to the relations which had sprung up be- 
tween her son and "that charming sister of 
yours," but in vain I 

" One little matter I think it right to mention 
to you, my dear Mrs. Blair ! I observe that you 
never use Mr. Forrester's second name. He is a 
very sensible, indeed, a rather valuable young 
man, and in this matter of names has acted 
entirely on my advice — now it is rather impor- 
tant that he should use his original surname. It 
is a curious story altogether. I do not know if 
you remember a nine days' wonder, some years 
ago, when Geoffrey Lisle disappeared so mys- 
teriously." 

"I well remember the sensation it created," 
said Mrs. Blair in a low voice. 

" Well this young man is a relation of his, the 
next heir, in short, after him, to Marmaduke 
Lisle, who cannot last much longer. Mr. For- 
rester's grandmother was sister to old Mr. lisle. 
She made a foolish marriage. Her husband spent 
all her money and their only daughter married a 
middle-class man. Mark Forrester Morris is their 
son. Circumstances brought him under my no- 
tice and I soon saw he would be a suitable person 
to accompany Tom as his secretary. Unfortn* 
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natelj his father had been exceedingly unpopular^ 
to say the least, and as Castlemore was then con- 
testing the county I thought it best, to avoid talk 
and scandal, that my prot^g6 should use his first 
name, for, of course, it was frequently mentioned 
in connection with my son, so he did as I desired. 
Now he must be prepared to assert his claim, for 
though Geoffrey has never been heard of for 
nearly ten years I think, you may be sure some 
impostor will turn up when poor Mr. Lisle is no 
more, to dispute the succession. Of course we 
shall back up Forrester with all the influence we 
possess. He is a very clever, accomplished, capa- 
ble young man, and will, I imagine, develop into 
a leading politician. So you see, my dear Mrs. 
Blair, he will be a capital match one of these 
days." 

This seemed a lame and impotent conclusion to 
Mrs. Blair, who did not know that Miss Brydges 
was a very wealthy heiress whom Lady Bam- 
borough intended for her rather impracticable 
younger son and would have preferred Forrester's 
choice falling on Madeleine or any one else, so 
long as the attractive secretary was drawn away 
from the destined bride of Tom St. Maur. 

"Curious story, isn't it?" said Lady Bam- 
borough, after a short pause. 

"Very curious," and Mrs. Blair stopped. It 
was on her lips to say " Poor Geoffrey." He was 
such a delightful, boyish young fellow. 
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'' I used to know him," but a sudden thought 
arrested her speech. "Why should I tell her 
that or anything else; she only cares to hear 
herself speak, and she would weary me with 
cross-examination. I suppose," she continued 
aloud, "there are endless romances connected 
with the families of the landed gentry and 
nobility." 

" Yes, perhaps. I have sometimes thought of 
collecting those I know myself into a volume. I 
have rather the pen of a ready writer. I think 
Tom takes his gift from me. Indeed, I did not 
know he possessed it, but I am overworked al- 
ready. I have not an hour I can call my own. 
What with the farms and my son's constituents 
and the collieries, for I look into everything my- 
self, I am quite overworked. May I ring for a 
glass of water ? " her ladyship had talked herself 
thirsty. 

" Certainly ; may I oflfer you a little claret ? " 

" No, thank you ; I am advised to avoid acids, 
but I will take some milk." 

Mrs. Blair ordered it and then a brief silence 
fell upon them, for Lady Bamborough had dis- 
covered the telescope and was busy fixing it to 
the focus that suited her, and Mrs. Blair was 
thankful for the respite. " My poor, dear Geof- 
frey," she thought ; " I fear none of us shall ever 
see him again. What could have been the rea- 
son of his extraordinary disappearance ; was he 
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murdered ? I don't think he went away of his 
own free will, and I do not*think he would easily 
let himself be kidnapped." 

" There," cried the countess, " there she is just 
rounding the point. What can have kept them? 
I mean the yacht ? " turning away from the win- 
dow. "I named her the Northumbria, rather 
good, eh? For you know after the duke the 
largest share of Northumberland belongs to us. 
I always had a happy choice in names, and now 
I am thinking of a striking title for my son's 
book. Perhaps you will be so good as to come 
with me to look for Miss Brydges. I should like 
to walk down to meet the boat ; they will send 
one oflf at once." 

" Oh, yes, I am afraid it will be dark before 
you reach home." 

" No doubt it will, though we shall have both 
wind and tide with us. I don't think we can 
reach Pierstoffe till eight and there is a six-mile 
drive afterward to Castlemore." 

" Where can those people have gone ? " resumed 
her ladyship after they had descended the steps 
from a side door to a grass plot, the other side of 
which looked over a sheer precipice. 

"This way. Lady Bamborough," said Mrs. 
Blair, leading her through a narrow passage be- 
tween two rocks, which brought them to a hol- 
low in the cliffs covered with short soft grass and 
occupied by a rustic seat whereon the two girls 
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sat, while on the grass at Madeleine's feet For- 
rester lounged in a*graceful attitude. 

" Ah, Mr. Morris, you never came back to tell 
me if the yacht was in sight." 

" I could not. Lady Bamborough," he returned, 
standing up, ^^ for she was not then." 

" Well, I made her out myself, as I do most 
things, and if we set off for the pier now we shall 
just be in time to meet the boat. Good-evening, 
Mrs. Blair. Good-evening, Miss Erie, very pleased 
to make your acquaintance." 

" I will try to come over to-morrow if I can get 
a conveyance," said Forrester in a low voice. 
^' It is such a treat to speak to you once more. 
Good-by," and he hurried after Lady Bambor- 
ough, who was already far down the steep descent 
to the pier. 

^' That woman is quite a tornado I " exclaimed 
Mrs. Blair sinking down on the window-seat 
when they returned to the sitting-room. " She 
has made me rather miserable. Do you know 
that Mr. Forrester Morris or Morris Forrester is 
a cousin of poor, dear Geoffrey Lisle, who was 
such a nice, dear boy, as I used to think him. Do 
you remember him at all, Madeleine ? He gave 
you such a pretty necklet on your birthday, the 
very evening he disappeared." 

"I remember him quite well, and I have the 
necklace still. Yes, he was kind and nice." 

*^ I gather from what Lady Bamborough says 
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that this Morris will succeed to the family prop- 
erty instead of Geoffrey. I sappose it is iall right, 
but I do wish he were here to take his rightful 
place, and how angry I was and how I abused 
him that night at. the opera when he left us and 
never came back." 

" Then how is it that Mr. Forrester takes his 
place ? " asked Madeleine earnestly. 

"Because, once Geoffrey is out of the way, 
Forrester is the next heir." 

"Geoffrey was out of the way?" repeated 
Madeleine as if to herself, as she thought of Mrs. 
Sutton and her dark suspicions of Forrester or 
Morris. A slight shiver passed through her, then 
she reflected the horrid thought Forrester did 
not, could not know who North really was, and 
drawing her chair to her sister's side, she took 
her hand in both her own and laid her cheek 
upon it. 

If she could only let North know that he must 
make haste back and fight for his inheritance, for 
he would need to defend himself, and Forrester 
was no mean antagonist. Madeleine was shocked 
to find what depths of distrust existed in her 
heart toward this man, who only asked to be al- 
lowed to love her. If she could only see Geof- 
frey and tell him all she knew and warn him and 
read assurance in his soft grave caressing eyes ! 
A slight sob broke from her. 

" What is it, Madeleine, my dear child ? Some- 
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thing distresses you. I have seen symptoms of 
this before." 

How Madeleine longed to open her heart to 
her sister and be comforted, but no, nothing 
should tempt her to break her promise to Geoffrey. 
But little as she knew of such matters she felt 
that after a disappearance of ten years it would 
be extremely difficult to establish his identity. 
Her own evidence would be of little value, she 
was so young a child when she had known him 
and so many years had since elapsed. 

" What is it, my love ? " repeated Mrs. Blair, 
after waiting for a reply. " I think you might 
tell me anything." 

" I should like to tell you everything and I will 
some day, but not just now. You may laugh, 
Kitty, but do you know your friend Mr. Lisle 
had an extraordinary attraction for me. Child 
as I was, I used to cry myself to sleep after he 
vanished, lest he should have been hurt by 
wicked people or have been killed by an accident. 
I am sure I wearied heaven with prayers for 
him. What is your idea as to why he ran away ? 
I am sure he was never guilty of any action 
which obliged him to hide himself." 

" Well, no. I don't think he ever was, but he 
was rather reckless and might have been led or 
hurried into something foolish, but I was sorry 
for Geoffrey Lisle, he was such a charming boy, 
and to think we shall never see him again I " 
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" I have a sort of presentiment that we shall 
meet again," murmured Madeleine, "but you 
will think me foolish. Shall I light the lamp, 
Kitty ? I want to finish that book of Northum- 
brian Legends. We must send it back in the 
box to-morrow." 



Mr. Forrester Morris did not make his ap- 
pearance next day, however, rather to Made- 
leine's relief. It was curious how a feeling of 
uneasiness in his presence had grown upon her. 
It is rather disturbing, the company of a man 
determined to pose as a lover, however you may 
throw cold water on his hopes and pretensions. 

The afternoon's post, however, brought an ex- 
planatory note : 

" Dear Miss Eble — I am greatly disappointed 
at being obliged to forego the great pleasure of 
seeing you to-morrow. On returning this even- 
ing I found an important letter which obliges me 
to go to town by an early train to-morrow. I 
earnestly hope that I shall find you before long 
at the address in London that Mrs. Blair was 
good enough to give me, when, if you care to 
hear, I shall explain the necessity of this sudden 
flight town ward. With compliments to Mrs. 
Blair, I am yours very truly, 

" M. Forrester Morris." 
" You see, he adopts his new name, or rather 
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his new old name," said Madeleine, handing the 
note to her sister. 

"I fancy I have found the explanation he 
promised here," returned Mrs. Blair, when she 
had read it, and picking up the newspaper, 
which she had dropped, she read aloud : " We 
regret to announce the death of Marmaduke 
Lisle, Esq., of Linton Chase, at the advanced age 
of seventy-nine. The deceased gentleman repre- 
sented South Creamshire for many years, and 
was a stanch conservative. He married late in 
life and survived his only son but a short time. 
His estates, some of which have been in posses- 
sion of the Lisle family since the conquest, pass 
to a distant relative. The sudden and mysteri- 
ous disappearance of a nearer kinsman at the 
time of the late Mr. Lisle's marriage, is no doubt 
still remembered by many to whom he had been 
' a favorite guest,' but for whose return to the 
society of which he was once a brilliant member 
they have ceased to hope." 

" Let me read it ! " cried Madeleine. " Does it 
not read like a fairy tale ! " 

" It does, indeed ! I cannot tell why, but Mr. 
Forrester or Morris, does not give me the idea 
of the head of a grand old family with ancestral 
acres. How well Geoffrey Lisle would have 
filled the part, but he would have made the 
money fly. Perhaps years might have tauffht 
him prudence I 
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" I doubt it. What can have become of him, 
poor fellow. He was so charming. I don't 
think you like Mr. Morris much, Madeleine ? " 

" No, I have no reason for not liking him, but 
he repels me ! " 

" I am sorry for it. He would be a first-rate 
match, Madeleine. You know I am a low- 
minded worldling, and I must say I should like 
to see you Mrs. Lisle of Linton Chase." 

Madeleine blushed almost to the roots of her 
hair, to Mrs. Blair's surprise. 

"I am sure you would be sorry for me if I 
were." 

" Well, dear, I believe he is immensely smitten 
with you. Why did you not tell me ? " 

^^ As I do not care for him, it was not neces- 
sary." 

Here the respectable young woman who acted 
as waitress came into the room after an emphatic 
thump on the door. 

" There's one asking for you, mem," she said, 
but before she could proced further St. Maur 
pushed past her rapidly, seized Madeleine's hand 
and shook it violently. 

"Well, this is jolly," he cried. "I never 
thought I should see you down here of all places. 
Do you know my mother never mentioned hav- 
ing met you till we were half way through din- 
ner yesterday. Just think of that. It was 
Amelie Brydges that began. Do you know you 
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are not looking half as well as you did at Bavens- 
cleugh ? In fact nothing looks equal to Kavens- 
cleugh to my mind. I'd go back there to-mor- 
row, especially if you'd come with me." 

" Thank you, Mr. St. Maur," said Madeleine, 
laughing. Then St. Maur poured out tumultuous 
inquiries for Erie and North and every one, in- 
cluding Mrs. Sutton, " and I say. Miss Erie, you 
must help me to choose a present for Mrs. Sut- 
ton ; she was deuced good to me, and the only 
creature that did not believe I shot North ; as if 
I should make such a blunder ; and North was 
such a chum of mine. You couldn't meet a nicer 
fellow." This to Mrs. Blair, who was much 
amused with their visitor, and so the afternoon 
passed swiftly talking of South African reminis- 
cences and some barefaced love making on the 
part of St. Maur, agreeably varied by an ex- 
tensive meal of hot griddle cakes with dainty 
fresh butter and tea with rich cream. Indeed 
St. Maur had to be chased away as the shades of 
night were falling, for he had a long ride before 
him. 



CHAPTER XXn 

As soon as Forrester found himself in " famous 
London Town " with his charge safe and still un- 
married he set to work on the task which lay be- 
fore him. 

Lady Bamborough had hastened to welcome 
the wanderers and receive them in her luxurious 
house in Berkley Square, S. W. 

Having given a proper amount of attention to 
the great question of St. Maur's book ; who was 
to be entrusted with its publication, what was to 
be the size of the type, quality of paper, style 
of the binding, etc., etc., he took an opportunity 
of confiding his prospects, hopes and fears to her 
ladyship. 

She was immensely interested, and advised her 
prot6g6 to secure a first-rate lawyer to take care 
of his interest. 

" Of course, my dear sir, as you say, nothing is 
more probable than the appearance of some ad- 
venturous impostor who will pose as the * missing 
hero.' The family solicitors will be inclined to 
back him, if he has the seuse to let them believe 
that he will leave things in statu quo. Now you 
must be prepared at all points ! You had better 
put yourself in Felly's hands. Felly is our 
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the dates of his grandmother's and mother's mar- 
riages, his own birth and other facts to be entered 
in the memoranda made by his new champions 
that they might be ready to put forward his 
claim as soon as the present owner of Linton 
Chase made room for a successor. 

So much accomplished, he accompanied the 
countess and St. Maur to Castlemore, where he 
improved the shining hour by cultivating the in- 
fluence he had already gained upon the some- 
what self-willed woman. 

The letter which summoned Forrester Morris 
to town was from his solicitor announcing the 
death of Marmaduke Lisle, of which they had 
very early intelligence, and requesting him to 
lose no time in calling at their office. 

The journey was trying to Forrester's nerves. 
He felt the crucial moment was at hand which 
would make or mar him, and he thought over 
and again of his chances of defeat or success. 
Had North fulfilled his intention of coming to 
England ? and what put it into his head after all 
these years to forsake the savage lands which 
must have become home to him? Had he ar- 
rived ? Forrester believed and hoped not. He 
fancied he must have heard in some way of such 
an event either by gossip or some instinct akin to 
clairvoyance. 

Ever since Forrester heard that North had 
escaped a second time the base attempt to re< 
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move him from bis rival's path, his courage and 
resolution bad relaxed and he began to anticipate 
failure rather than success, but the sight of 
Madeleine, the joy of finding himself received by 
her with smiles, had restored something of bis 
former daring, nerving his soul to the invention 
of plausible lies and ingenious schemes. 

" Yes, sir ! Mr. Pelly will see you at once," 
said the clerk to whom Forrester addressed him- 
self the morning after he reached London, when 
he presented himself at the office in Finsbury 
circus. 

The man's obsequious manner sent a thrill of 
gratification through his shallow soul. 

" Well my dear Mr. Morris, the play is about 
to begin," was the lawyer's salutation ; " not that 
I anticipate much trouble ; we have been looking 
over the details of young Lisle's remarkable dis- 
api^earance, and are disposed to believe that the 
poor fellow never got further than some disrep- 
utable quarter of London, where he was drugged 
and murdered. It is said he had on some valu- 
able jewelry, and had a large sum of money 
in his pocket, at any rate it was so reported." 

" And what steps do you advise me to take ? " 
asked Forrester, disregarding these conjectures 
which he knew so well were merely imaginary. 

" I think I shall caU on Dalby— I think Dalby, 
of Lincolns Inn Fields, is the late Mr. Lisle's legal 
adviser — and ask what measures he thinks of 
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taking, or if he ivill take any, to discover if the 
next of kin still exists." 

" But everything possible was done years ago," 
exclaimed Forrester, bis pulses throbbing with 
indignation at the idea of calling attention to the 
possibility of Geoffrey being still alive. "It will 
be mere waste of money." 

"Nevertheless, as there has been no proof 
whatever of his death, it would not be decent to 
take possession of the property until an attempt 
be made to ascertain if be is alive. I should ad- 
vise your taking part in the search personally, if 
possible." 

" You forget, Mr. Pelly, I was not acquainted 
with my relative. I did not mix in the same kind 
of society, or society of any kind at that time." 

"Ah, indeed ! Tben I shall only say that you 
are naturally anxious that matters should be set- 
tled as soon as possible, and consult with him as 
to the best mode of advertising for the lost heir 
in all colonial newspapers. Of course, consuls in 
various trading centres should also be requested 
to make inquiries, and a " 

Forrester, almost beside himself, made an in- 
articulate sound. 

" I beg your pardon ? I did not catch what 
you said." 

" Oh ! nothing— yes, of course, you will do 
what seems best to your judgment, but it will be 
a tedious process." 
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"No doubt, no doubt," waving his hand, 
blandly. 

" By the way, I suppose you will attend the 
funeral ? " 

"Attend the funeral!" echoed Forrester, be- 
wildered. 

" Yes, of course ; you ought to be chief mourner 
in case no one else puts in a claim. I don't think 
the late Mr. Lisle had any relations except you^ 
self and Mr. Geoffrey Lisle." 

" I don't think he had ! But I know very little 
of my relations and have very little to thank 
them for I The late owner of Linton would not 
have given my mother, his niece, sixpence to save 
her from starving." 

" Yes. It is not an unusual state of mind in 
rich relations. The patriarchal notion that those 
of the same blood have a claim upon you is fast 
dying out ; we must admit it is extremely illog- 
ical. Shall you call to-morrow to hear the result 
of my interview with Dalby ? " 

"To-morrow? I thought perhaps this afte^ 
noon." 

" My dear sir ! " interrupted the lawyer with 
an indulgent smile, " there is more business in 
the world to be attended to than yours ; but it is 
quite natural that you should be anxious. How- 
ever, Mr. Dalby is a man in a very important 
position, and it would not be possible to see him 
to-day. I shall do my best I You might call to- 
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morrow about noon, when I hope to have some 
information for you. So, for the present, I wish 
you good-morning ! " 

Forrester felt himself dismissed, and fell at 
once into the depths of depression. How near 
and yet how far fortune seemed. His nerves 
were completely shaken — why was it that his old, 
steady determination to dare everything, includ- 
ing crime to win distinction and power and 
wealth, should suddenly fail him and a miserably 
weak sense of regret that he had tried to injure 
a man who was perfectly innocent toward him- 
self had replaced his cold relentless purpose to 
crush all opposition! The stars in their courses 
were fighting against him — he must beware lest 
he drew down disgrace, and punishment upon 
himself — was he a cool-headed man ? or a reck- 
less fool? success alone could decide that 
point. 

The chance shot he had ventured, and then at- 
tributed to St. Maur, was but a mere chance, but 
North ought to have perished when his hut had 
been set on fire ; what fiend or angel was fighting 
for him ? 

Forrester perambulated the empty streets for 
hours, but he did not reach the obscure suburb 
where his mother sat in her neat little parlor re- 
pairing the garments he had brought with him 
from his travels, and serene in her belief that her 
precious son was a favored guest in the luxurious 
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home of the noble and wealthy Countess of 
Bamborough, the chosen companion of her son. 

Forrester was careful not to speak much of his 
hopes and fears to his mother. He wished to 
spare her the suffering he himself endured, and 
he had not told her he was in town. 

Finding himself in the neighborhood of Pall 
Mall, he called at the Travelers' Club to see if a 
young millionaire friend of St. Maur's was to be 
found. 

" Sir Frederic Fitzgibbon, sir I Yes, sir, he 
was here just now. Run and see if Sir Frederic 
Fitzgibbon is in the library," said the porter to a 
page boy, who took Forrester's card. 

Sir Frederic was in the library and quite glad 
to see his visitor. 

" Ghastly place London at the end of August," 
he exclaimed. " I've been cruising on the coast 
of Norway, and put into London to refit before 
going up to a big deer stalking party in Ross- 
shire. So I hear vou have come in for the Lin- 
ton Chase property — deuced glad. Hope that 
fellow Lisle, who vanished mysteriously, won't 
turn up to cut you out." 

" How do you know ? " exclaimed Forrester. 

" Why I everybody knows — there was a para- 
graph in The Morning Post about you, your 
hunting expedition to Africa and a lot more. 
What are you going to do? Drive down to 
Richmond with me ; I am going to try a pair of 
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yoaug horses. We'll dine there and come back 
in the cool darkness. It is stifling here." 

Forrester went, and was relieved by the sug- 
gestion of a new train of thought. What if his 
hopes were crushed. How could he go back to 
the humdrum second-rate men and cominoaplace 
women he used to associate with now that bis 
connection with the St. Maurs had lifted him into 
an airicd sphere — he could not live I He must in 
some way hedge his hook. Should he be driven 
to reconcile himself to his detested kinsman and 
draw help from the man he tried to silence for- 
ever ? This in itself would be a cruel punishment. 

" Well, Mr. Morris, I have not very good news 
for you," said his legal adviser when Morris made 
his appearance at twelve o'clock sharp. " I had 
a long talk with Dalby. He is prepared to make 
an exhaustive search for the missing heir. It 
seems your late uncle especially desired it should 
be done ; moreover, Dalby has evidently some 
clew, or thinks he has, to Geoffrey Lisle. You 
must therefore arm yourself with patience for 
this sort of thing cannot be harried " 

"I know that, but it's deuced hard lines." 

"No doubt. I should advise your taking up 
some occupation and trying to absorb yourself in 
it. This book now that Lady Bamborough was 
telling me about, it might open up a career, for, 
of course, I understand that it is a case of Linton 
Chase or nothing." 
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" You are right," said Forrester, curbing him- 
self and determined to show the lawyer a brave 
front and the power of self -control " Even if 
the worst comes I shall be no worse off than I was 
before. I suppose I must make up my mind to 
a long wait, meantime I need not afflict you with 
visits. You will watch the course of the inquiry 
and when a claimant presents himself we will 
not give up the case until it has been thoroughly 
sifted." 

" You may depend on us for that," cried Pelly, 
" and I congratulate you on your fortitude and 
pluck. You have at least the comfort of know- 
ing that you have to deal with a highly honor- 
able man in Dalby, and you may be perfectly 
sure that you will be fairly dealt by." 

" Many thanks," returned Forrester, curtly. " I 
shall return to Lady Bamborough to finish copy- ^ 
ing our book, for it's a joint production, as you 
know, and the countess wishes St Maur and my- 
self to remain in B square until it is quite 

completed." 

So saying Forrester departed and as he walked 
downstairs piled unspoken curses on lawyers, 
and entails and runaway men of fashion and all 
and everything calculated to defeat his plans or . 
upset his long cherished expectations. 

The proposed cruise in the Bamborough 
yacht never came oflf. The weather changed 
and a series of wild gales set in from the casti 
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which made sailing a very dangerous amuse- 
ment. 

The weather indeed seemed to have broken up 
for the present and after enduring some impris- 
onment in their little hostelry, Mrs. Blair and 
Madeleine decided to return to town and prepare 
for passing the late autumn and winter in the 
Tyrol and south of Italy. 

Mrs. Blair was a little disappointed that this 
project did not rouse Madeleine to greater en- 
thusiasm. " I wonder what is the matter with 
her," she thought. " I fear, I greatly fear, she 
is in love, and Madeleine is the sort of girl that 
would have the disorder badly, she is so tender 
and thoughtful. I hope she has fancied the right 
man. Who can it be ; not that queer creature 
^St. Maur. No one would fall in love with him — 
not Forrester Morris. She seems to dislike him ; 
she keeps it to herself, but I can perceive it. 
The only other man she came in contact with 
was that mighty hunter North, and he is or must 
be a rough diamond, uncultivated, probably ig- 
norant ; that would not suit Madeleine, who has 
more than average ability, yet I think she is in- 
terested in him. Poor, dear child, I do hope she 
may be happy, for she has great capacity for un- 
happiness." 

This was a very trjring time for Madeleine. 
North seemed to have faded away into the vague 
unknown. She had now been settled with her 
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It was within three days of the date Mrs. 
Blair had fixed for their departure, and that lady 
had gone out immediately after luncheon to see 
her man of business who had telegraphed request- 
ing her to call, returniog in rather a had humor, 
for she found that an important deed she was 
anxious to sign before leaving England, could not 
be completed in time to permit her starting on 
the day she had fixed. She paused at a crossing 
near her own abode to let a carriage pass. 

" I am in luck to find you, Mrs. Blair," said 
some one beside her, and looking np she saw 
Forrester. " Ah I Mr. Morris, I thought yon were 
in the north ? " 

" I have been in London since I had the pleas- 
ure of seeing you, but St. Maur could hardly give 
. me the name of your street ; he could not recall 
the number, and I came up here with the intention 
of ringing every bell till I came to the right one." 

"We are close to my abode, and Madeleine 
will give us some tea. I hope your book (I know 
it is yours) is going on all right ! " 

" Yes, thank you, it comes out next week." 

" I shall read it with great interest. Here is 
my temporary residence — No. 7." 

"Is Miss Erie at home?" asked Mrs. Blair, 
when the door ivas opened. 

" Ycs'm, Miss Erie is waiting tea'm," returned 
the polite Stenner, who was deferential and a 
good deal more portly than of old. 
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" Here is Mr. Morris ; come like a good Samar- 
itan to look us up in our isolation," said Mrs. 
Blair. " I found him searching hopelessly with- 
out knowing what number to look for." 

" That was really enterprising," returned 
Madeleine, putting down her book and rising to 
shake hands with him while she thought how 
terribly worn and ill he looked. 

Here their landlord brought in a silver (elec- 
tro) tea kettle and lit the spirit lamp. 

" Oh, give me a cup of tea, Madeleine ! " ex- 
claimed her sister, ^' I am so cross and tired. 
Those tiresome papers and deeds will not be 
ready for I don't know when, so we cannot get 
oflf next Wednesday." 

"Indeed!" cried Madeleine, proceeding to 
make tea with cheerful alacrity. "It is very 
annoying." 

" Yes, it is ! I must take on these rooms for 
another week, and I know the Biddells are wait- 
ing to come into them. Some sugar, Mr. 
Morris ? " 

" Thank you, yes. I get so many bitter pills 
to swallow just now that I take all the sugar 
that offers." 

" You are certainly not looking at all well 1 ** 
said Mrs. Blair, kindly. " Of course it is a try- 
ing time; every one knows that lawyers are 
seeking for Geoffrey Lisle. I suppose I ought to 
say that I hope they may find him, but, without 
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feeling any unfriendliness to you, Mr. Morris, I 
do hope it. You see, I know him very well. 
He was so likeable, so kindly that I felt his dis- 
appearance quite a tragedy. If he were out of 
the question, my sympathy would be with you." 

" I quite understand, Mrs. Blair ! Yesterday 
I was told that Dalby, the Lisle family lawyer, 
had found traces of my relative in South Amer- 
ica, and was sending out an agent to follow them 
up. An impression is growing that Geoffrey 
Lisle, who was an ardent amateur sailor, went on 
board a trading vessel in the London docks and 
made for one of those miserable little South 
American republics. What puzzles me is, what 
could possibly have been the motive of his flight. 
I don't fancy he ever did anything * worthy of 
death or of bonds,' but — it is impossible to say I " 

" Well, Geoffrey was foolish and extravagant, 
even reckless, but that he ever did anything un- 
worthy of a gentleman I never will believe," said 
Mrs. Blair. " And how good-looking he was ! " 
she concluded with a sigh. 

" That I know nothing about. Though toler- 
ably near akin, we never met ; my position gave 
me no chance of being in touch with so brilliant 
and fine a gentleman as my cousin." 

There was much bitterness in his tone. 

" Will you see the gentleman in ? " said Sten- 
ner, presenting a card on a salver to Mrs. Blair. 
She looked at it, exclaiming, " Why, Madeleine, 



tiinii, Willi a i.lr;is;inl, I.Hl 
I'V^s, ciUoivd. Mrs. IMair 
held, stepjwd back a monie; 
to white then to red, and, 
heavens I it is — yes 1 it is i 
forward and threw her amu 



CHAPTER XXm 

" Thank God I kept my promise," murmured 
Madeleine to herself as she stood trembling with 
the shock of this blessed surprise and watched 
Mrs. Blair's joyful recognition of her former 
favorite. She at least had no doubt as to his 
identity. 

Lisle certainly looked more like his old self 
than he did when he roamed about the wilds of 
South Africa. His redundant beard was prop- 
erly pruned, he was well dressed and well 
groomed, and few who had known him in his 
earlier days would have failed to remember him. 

" What a trump you are, Mrs. Merrick, to give 
me so kind a welcome," cried Lisle, as he hugged 
her heartily. "I did not venture to hope for 
such a reception I " then stepping quickly across 
to where she stood, and taking Madeleine's hand 
in both his own, he looked into her eyes and 
uttered her name. This was all his greeting, but 
it sufficed to thrill her heart with a sense of bliss, 
and cover her cheek with blushes. 

" What I you here, Forrester ! " said Lisle, 
turning and perceiving him for the first time, as 
lie stood, white, rigid, with a look of hatred and 
despair on his stony countenance, which in the 
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joyoas conf asion of that meeting escaped Lisle's 
notice, " very glad to see you again." 

" I hardly know whom I am speaking to," said 
Forrester, mastering his own emotion by a de- 
termined effort and feeling that he must relin- 
quish all hope and make friends with his power- 
ful kinsman. *'But as North, or Bula N'Zoo, 
whom I have to thank for many pleasant hours, 
I am delighted to shake hands with you 
again ! " 

" Thanks, my dear fellow ! I hope we shall en- 
joy some tamer sport together before long 1 " ex- 
claimed Lisle, who was brimming over with good 
will toward all men, seeing as he imagined 
reason for hope in Madeleine's emotion and the 
tearful happiness of her speaking eyes. *^ But^ 
by Jove ! I feel like a shameless imposture to 
have masqueraded so long under a false name. 
I have written a full confession to your brother, 
Mrs. — ah! you have changed your name since 
we met ! — Mrs. Blair, and I hope every one will 
grant me plenary absolution, though I do not 
deserve it. All I can say at present is that I 
have neither robbed nor murdered any one." 

^^ Well, that is something," said Mrs. Blair, re- 
suming the armchair from which she had started 
at the sight of Lisle. ^^ Madeleine, my dear, you 
look as white as a ghost. Is this the Mr. North 
you knew at Kavenscleugh ? " 

^^ He is indeed, Kitty, and I am quite sure Mr. 
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North never did anything worse than shooting 
dangerous wild creatures I " 

"In short the only individual I ever injured is 
the poor devil I have cut oflf from what no doubt 
he already considered his own, the kinsman who 
would be master of Linton Chase had I met an 
untimely end at the paws of the lions or trunks 
of the elephants I have contended with. I 
should like to make it up in some way " 

"Of course, to be sure, I never thought of 
that," cried Mrs. Blair in a sudden paroxysm 
of memory. " It is all too extraordinary. This 
gentleman is your cousin, Mr. Morris. We met 
him in the north with Lady Bamborough." 

"What, you? Forrester? Why, yes, I was 
stupid not to think of it ! Old Dalby spoke of 
you as Forrester Morris only yesterday — and I 
never dreamt of associating the name with my 
hunting comrade ! My dear fellow, I beg you a 
thousand pardons for being alive ! " 

"Well," returned Forrester, in his best and 
frankest manner, " I don't pretend to be a saint, 
but I hope I am man enough to submit without 
useless grumbling to the inevitable, and I must 
say that as I cannot have the broad lands and 
abundant revenues of the Lisle property myself, 
I should prefer their going into your hands than 
to any others." 

" That's right, Forrester ; I shall never be able 
to call you anything else. I hope you will al- 
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am a hysterical idiot," he exclaimed. " I did not 
think this meeting would have affected me so 
much. Dear Mrs. Merrick, I mean Mrs. Blair, 
please ask me to dinner. I can know no rest 
until I have told the whole story of my folly and 
weakness to you and to Madeleine, my little child 
friend, my confidante, my counsellor ! But for 
her I should not probably be here now. She first 
revived the desire for civilized life in me. She 
first opened my eyes to the fact that property 
has its duties as well as its rights — she — but I 
will say no more until you have sat in judgment 
on me, so prepare yourselves to be inflexibly just." 

" My dear Mr. Lisle, pray give us the pleasure 
of your company to dinner," said Mrs. Blair, with 
her pleasant, cordial laugh. 

It may shorten this " ower lang tale " to re- 
count Lisle's story in the third person, omitting 
the queries, ejaculations and expressions of the 
listeners. 

When Lisle left his guests to speak to an ac- 
quaintance, on the occasion of their ever-to-be- 
remembered visit to the opera, he had just found 
he was insufficiently supplied with cash, having 
forgotten to replenish his pocket before leaving 
his rooms. In fact, his wits had been sent wool- 
gathering by the news imparted to him by the 
family solicitor. 

Geoffrey Lisle had been left an orphan when 
quite a boy, but not penniless. He inherited his 
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he was about to form a matrimonial alliance 
with the Honorable Alethea Dynevor, daughter 
of Lord Dungar, an extremely impecunious Irish, 
peer. 

This very unexpected move spelt ruin for 
young Lisle, for so soon as the money lenders 
found there was no vista of broad acres and 
large accumulations of unspent income, awaiting 
their easy going debtor, they would be down 
upon him for principal and interest, and com- 
pound interest. 

"You'll be about penniless by the time you 
are free from debt," groaned the lawyer, after 
some rough calculations, for he knew all the 
young fellow's embarrassments, and was warmly 
attached to him. " My dear boy, you must stop, 
you must husband your resources, the few hun- 
dreds that will remain to you! Set to work, 
study diligently, get called to the bar, and it 
will go hard if we cannot get you some appoint- 
ment in the colonies or India." 

" I'll hear all you have to say to-morrow, and 
gladly take your advice, but I must leave you 
now as I have an engagement ; promise me one 
thing, whatever happens, do not ask my uncle 
for help. I'd rather take a groom's place than 
stoop so low." A few more words of remon- 
strance, a promise to meet the next day but one, 
and Geoffrey rattled downstairs to keep his ap- 
pointment with Mrs. Merrick. 
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The information just received was rather stun- 
ning, and though full of spirit and pluck, this 
sudden plunge into disagreeable realities was a 
little too much for Geoffrey Lisle. Before the 
last act of the opera had begun, however, he 
was almost himself again. He was going to 
have a bad time for a bit, but it wouldn't last. 
He could do lots of things, and was sure to 
float. He put his hand in his pocket uncon- 
sciously and noticed that he seemed to have very 
little change. He took out all he had; no! it 
would never put him through the evening. For- 
tunately he caught a glimpse of his friend Fred 
Moore in the stalls. He would go and borrow 
a few sovereigns from him. He would pay him 
to-morrow for he had rather more than twenty 
pounds in a bureau at home. He therefore ex- 
cused himself and ran downstairs to catch his 
friend. 

" My dear fellow ! I haven't a rap 1 " was the 
answer to his request. " I was just going round 
to Ricardo's to see what luck will turn up — come 
and try yours." 

Eicardo's was in appearance an unoffending 
restaurant well known in those days to youDg 
men about town. Far behind the restaurant at 
the end of a narrow, shabby passage, the build- 
ing was enlarged into three or four rooms, where 
gambling went on all the night through. The 
owner of the establishment was quite ready to 
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act banker to those of Lis customers of whose 
resources he was well and favorably informed. 

Gambling was at that time of his life exceed- 
ingly attractive to Geoffrey Lisle. Hitherto he 
had been on the whole lucky, and as he was ex- 
tremely open-handed he was a favored guest at 
Ricardo's. 

The host readily loaned him a few sovereigns 
to begin with; unfortunately the first man he 
met was a very shady sporting individual, a 
dweller in the debatable land of betting men 
who were not absolutely forbidden admission to 
betting rings. This personage was perhaps the 
only fellow that Lisle disliked, and on his side 
Norton, the man in question, had a spiteful 
hatred of Lisle because of his popularity and 
superiority ; on the present occasion Norton was 
unusually genial and civil and they soon sat 
down to play hazard, the reckless excitement 
of which Lisle loved. At first he won, then 
fortune fluctuated, Lisle grew immensely inter- 
ested. He forgot the opera and his fair guests, 
and he hated to be beaten by a cad like Norton. 
The stakes were doubled, spectators gathered 
round. Lisle was detennined to show how easily 
he could stand losing, and hoped always to make 
a grand coup ; suddenly he stopped and said he 
had had enough ! He had lost by far the greater 
part of all his friend, the lawyer, calculated would 
be left to him. 
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"Sorry to trouble you," said Norton with a 
swagger, "but I am going to Monte Carlo to- 
morrow, and I'd be obliged to you for a check." 

" Why, man I I do not carry my check book 
about with me!" cried Lisle, and some warm 
words ensued, when the master of the establish- 
ment offered to solve the difficulty if Lisle would 
give him a bill at two months after date, for the 
amount lost to Norton, with interest for the 
accommodation added on. This was duly ante- 
dated some six weeks previously, and Signer 
Ricardo handed a roll of notes to the winner. 

With a dazed sense of having done for himself, 
Lisle rejected Ricardo's offer of a " pick me up," 
and seeing his friend Moore deeply engaged in a 
game of poker, he merely nodded, saying, " See 
you to-morrow," and left the house. 

He walked slowly toward his rooms in Mount 
street. The night was dark, and warm with the 
sultriness of coming thunder. Lisle followed the 
well-known streets mechanically ; his brain was 
busy, yet he could not have told what he had 
been thinking about. He suddenly found him- 
self turning the latchkey in the door of the house 
where he lodged. As usual, two or three bed- 
room candles stood on the hall table, over which 
was a gas light turned down low. Lisle lit one 
of the candles and ascended to the suite of rooms 
he occupied on the first floor. They were dain- 
tily and luxuriously furnished. He looked round 



A Missing Hero 403 

the small library, whick he used as a diaing-room, 
by the dim light of the candle he held^ and ob- 
serving the lamp bad not been lit, it reminded 
him that his valet had had leave to visit an in- 
valid mother at some distance, and remain away 
all night. Then his eye was caught by several 
notes and circulars lying on the table. He took 
up one, looked at it and laid it down again, mut- 
tering, " No I I'll not open one of them ; I'll 
break away from everything." 

He sat down to think, overwhelmed with 
shame at bis own weakness and folly. He hardly 
deserved the name of a man. He was a child, a 
fool ! How could he face old Datby, who was 
his best friend, who had hoped so much from 
him t And his bitter, cynical uncle 1 how he 
would triumph over his downfall I He would cut 
them all. He would never see their faces again, 
until he had worked his way up from the lowest 
rung of the social ladder; he would not submit 
either to preaching or half contemptuous pity. 
He would prove that be had some manhood in 
him. The small details of his sarroundings that 
evening were favorable for his sudden determi- 
nation to disappear, and he would lose no time 
about it. He hastily unlocked a bureau and took 
out what money he found there, also a couple of 
valuable rings, and a small packet of letters. 
Then he put on a light overcoat to hide his even- 
ing dress, thrust the money, rings and letters 
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into an inside pocket, locked the bureau and re- 
placed the key on his watch chain and went softly 
downstairs. Having carefully extinguished his 
candle, ho replaced it on the table and let him- 
self out noiselessly ; then he walked away briskly 
north to the neighborhood of Euston Square, 
where he secured a bedroom for the night, giving 
directions to be called in time for the first train 
to Liverpool. 

Geotfrey Lisle was a lover of the sea. He had 
spent much of his boyhood on the southwest 
coast of his native county, and could manage a 
boat with the best fisherman among his humbler 
neighbors. His notion was to begin his self- 
made career as a sailor before the mast, and so 
earn his passage out to some distant country 
where he could work his way unknown. 

The afternoon which followed that evening at 
the opera, which began so brightly and ended so 
blankly, a smart-looking sailor lad might have 
been seen wandering from office to office of the 
ship-owning firms in Liverpool, seeking a berth. 
There was a little trouble about character and 
recommendations, but finally a bluff captain de- 
clared he didn't want to sail short-handed, and 
had no time to worry over characters and recom- 
mendations ! The lad had an honest face, and 
he'd give him a chance ; so, before anything of a 
serious search had been attempted for him, Lisle, 
under his new name of Graham North, was help 
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ing to unfurl the main sail of the Lancashire 
AVitch as they strove to catch the breeze wliich 
hud sprung up at the turn of the tide as they 
sped on their way to Montevideo. 

The weeks and months which ensued were full 
of adventures, more or less disagreeable, yet 
Geoffrey managed to maintain himself, though 
immensely disgusted with some aspects of his 
present life. For a time he stuck to a sea-faring 
life, then finding himself in Cape Town, he fell 
in with Mactier, with whom he undertook a 
trading-hunting expedition and so began a career 
which eventually led to his renown as "Bula 
N'Zou," to his friendship with Sykes, to bis ac- 
quaintance with John Erie and his young sister. 

One incident, however, must not be omitted. 

Some two or three years after GeoflFrey Lisle 
had attained the reputation of an " elephant 
smasher," he fell in with an English officer who 
WHS in search of big game and not provided with 
efficient attendants. Lisle gladly offered him as- 
sistance and found him to be a former schoolfel- 
low and chum, a certain Frank Vereker, now 
captain in a light infantry regiment quartered in 
Cape Town. They were greatly pleased to meet 
each other, and Geoffrey exacted a solemn prom- 
ise from his friend that he would keep the meet- 
ing a profound secret. 

" I shall not ask you to keep silence always," 
said Lisle, " hut I do not intend to return to life 
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as it used to be until I have filled my purse suffi- 
ciently to exist independently and in tolerable 
comfort. It will take a lot of ivory and skins 
and such like to acoomplish this." 

" All right, old fellow, but in return you must 
promise to keep in touch with me. Give me an 
address that will always find you ; some of these 
days you may be glad of my evidence to identify 
you. They say old Marmaduke's son and heir is 
too sick to live. Are you going to let that fine 
property slip through your fingers for a whim ? 
Why, you are shirking duties to the land that 
owns you as much as you will own it, to throw 
it to the dogs." This promise after some hesita- 
tion Geoffrey did give his friend, and later, when 
the poor little puny heir died, Vereker persuaded 
his friend to let him inform the family lawyer 
that he (Geoffrey) was still alive and in full 
vigor. 

Forrester, while plotting a subtle scheme to 
represent his kinsman as an impostor, little knew 
the evidence as to Lisle's identity, which luck or 
destiny was accumulating. Is it not amazing, 
that surrounded as we are with only the smallest 
circle of feeble light, just enough to enable us to 
move step by step, we purblind mortals dare to 
scheme and plot, believing all possibilities which 
gratify and promise success to be absolute work- 
able facts ? 

'^ It is impossible to convey to you adequately 
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my disgust with myself for the contemptible 
weakness which induced me to fly trom the coD- 
sequeuces of my own folly. There would have 
been infinitely mors manliness, more true cour- 
age, in facing the results among my fellows, and 
worting up to some honorable berth, in sight of 
sneering society," exclaimed Geoffrey, after a 
pause, during which Mrs. Blair and Madeleine 
uttered brokenly the profound interest his narra- 
tive inspired, " than in all the hardships and dis- 
comforts I went through at first, and I assure 
you I had a very bad time of it. Things went 
much better after I took to big game shooting. 
The wild sports of the silent savage land 
Buited me." 

" I loved an open air life, but," looking down 
and smiling as if to himself, " there came a day 
when other visions, dreams of a different kind of 

happiness took hold of me Ah ! I dare not 

speak of these now," 

" My dear Geoffrey, my dear boy ! you deserve 
every happiness ! You were awfully foolish, to 
be sure, but you never did anything wrong ! It 
was really tbe fault of that wicked, cross-grained 
old uncle of yours ! " 

" I think you may forgive yourself now ! " said 
Madeleine, in a low tone. 

"Do you think I deserve forgiveness?" he 
asked, looking earnestly into her eyes. 

" Yes, complete 1 Plenary absolution 1 " 
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He took her hand and kissed it gently, holding 
it for a moment while a look of deep thought 
settled on his bronze face. 

" Why, it is twelve o'clock ! I have kept you 
up to all hours, yet you have but a slight sketch 
of my storm-tossed existence ! I have a long 
day with that good old fellow Dalby before me 
to-morrow, but I may come and see you the next 
day and whenever I can ? " 

" Yes, of course," cried Mrs. Blair. " You must 
have volumes still to tell us." 

" That poor chap, Forrester Morris, must be 
frightfully crushed," resumed Lisle as he looked 
around for his hat ; '^ I must do something for 
him. I had no idea that money could accumu- 
late as my uncle's did. I shall talk to Dalby 
about it ; my idea is to give him what my uncle 
ought to have left him, for he is of our blood 1 " 

" I am sure you will do what is right," ejacu- 
lated Mrs. Blair. Then they said good-night and 
Geoffrey, feeling softened and sobered by the 
change in his fortunes, and the sweet hope dawn- 
ing upon him, walked as if in a pleasant dream 
toward his hotel till he met a hansom. 

"Good-night, dear child," said Mrs. Blair to 
her young sister, kissing her at her chamber 
door, " I believe there are very happy days be- 
fore us all." 

The extraordinary news of Geoffrey Lisle's re- 
turn from the grave, which it was believed had 
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closed over him created a great sensation. 
Dalby said it was fortunate every one was out of 
town at that season or be would have been 
mobbed in public places. 

No one, however, doubted that he was the 
real heir, and everything went well and 
smoothly. He had a great amount of business to 
transact and he was exceedingly diligent, still he 
found time for one matter of importance, the 
greatest of all to him. 

The day but one after he had told his story to 
Mrs. Blair and Madeleine he came up in the after- 
noon to Clifton Terrace, and found Mrs. Blair in 
her bonnet writing a note, previous to paying a 
visit to her lawyer. " He's not a bad sort of fel- 
low," she said, *^ but I have had nearly enough 
of him. I wish he would hurry up. I want to 
see something of the Tyrol before the winter is 
upon us." 

" The Tyrol ? " exclaimed Lisle, " are you going 
to the Tyrol ? " He seemed very much surprised. 

'' Oh, yes. Madeleine and I had made all our 
plans before you reappeared in this wonderful 
and delightful way." 

^' Cab at the door 'm," said the master of the 
house, coming into the room. 

''Then I must fly I Stenner, let Miss Erie 
know." 

'' Miss Erie is coming downstairs, 'm." 

''Good-by, Geoffrey, greatest haste I" and 
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Mrs. Blair disappeared. The next moment 
Madeleine came into the room. She wore a very 
simple black dress of soft gauzy stufF, and some 
jet beads round her snowy throat. How delight- 
ful it was to let his eyes rest on her dainty, har- 
monious figure, to be alone with her, and know 
that she knew all about him and did not think 
badly of bim. She was composed, she was al- 
ways composed, but a lovely blush came and 
went on her cheek ; she must feel how passion- 
ately he loved her. 

Madeleine sat down in a corner of the sofa and 
took up a piece of lace work to occupy both eyes 
and fingers. 

" And you are thinking of going away ?" be- 
gan Lisle abruptly, as he walked to and fro. 

"Yes, my sister only waits to sign some 
papers ; we must go next week.^' Lisle did not 
speak at once. 

He stopped in his walk and looked aronnd as 
if recognizing the place. 

" Tell me," he said, " isn't this the room where 
you had your birthday party that night ? " 

" Yes. The furniture is changed a little, but it 
is the same room." 

" I remember. There was a large, long table 
to one side, and a funny little fellow was danc- 
ing the sword dance with the poker and tongs, 
and I sat down here by this thing, sideboard or 
cupboard." 
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"It is a chiffonier, where yoa can lock ap 
things ; no lodging is ever without one." 

"How curious it is that we sbonld drift to- 
gether after all these years, in the very same 
room. Yes, I see the scene before me again ! 
You were frightened, and I took you on my 
knee." 

"Yes," added Madeleine, "and you made me 
so happy with that charming necklace I " 

"Tell me, do you remember ,how you thanked 
me for it ? " asked Lisle, taking away her work 
gently and sitting down beside her. 

" Ko, indeed ! It is not likely I should." 

" Well I do," returned Lisle, leaning forward 
and resting his arms on his knees. He spoke 
softly and gravely. " You said, Madeleine, I'd 
give anything, everything to hear you say the 
same words again I You said ' I do love you,' 
and put your dear arms around my neck and 
rested your cheek against mine. Many and many 
a night I have dreamed of that sweet, childish 
caress, and thought that for the moment at least 
you loved rae, and when we met at Ravenscleugh 
I could not understand the recognition in your 
eyes, for I had no idea that you were my little 
love ! Madeleine, can you love me, though I did 
play a weakling's part ? Can you believe me 
worthy of you ? Will yon, can you again say 
' Geoffrey, I do love you ' ?" 

He drew her to him gently, yet with a force 
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she found irresistible, almost dizzy with the 
rapture of the moment. She murmured the 
words he wanted to hear, and frankly gave her 
soft lips to the kisses he had so often longed to 
give and take. 

" You must have kno^vn months ago that I 
loved you with all my heart and soul, Made- 
leine ! " said Lisle, as she disengaged herself, half 
frightened at the length of his close, impassioned 
embrace. 

" No, how could I ? You were quite a great 
man at llavenscleugh, and I was less than in- 
significant." 

" Insignificant ! Why, the children could not 
get on without you. Mrs. Sutton was your de- 
voted slave. Poor St. Maur laid himself at your 
feet, I don't know how often, and I fancy For- 
rester owes you many a heartache. My darling, 
as you are strong you must be merciful. You 
will be good and gracious and give me your 
sweet self soon, for without you, what is all the 
rest to me ? " 

But the reader, who is probably not in love, 
has no doubt had enough of this. 

There is little more to tell. Linton Chase 
flourished like a green bay tree under the new 
regime ; in all the county a more active country 
gentleman than GeofiFrey Lisle was not to be 
found. He was eager to adopt all improvements 
in farming, and Linton breeds of cattle, sheep 
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and even pigs became renowned for their excel- 
lence, while the " Chase proper " showed beauti- 
ful specimens of rare antelopes and curious 
foreign deer. Peace reigned within its walls, 
and plenty within its cottages. 

Away in busy, struggling London a highly suc- 
cessful barrister dwells in a stately mansion 
north of Hyde park, who travels to and fro to 
his chambers in a solidly respectable brougham, 
whose pretty, pale, exquisitely dressed wife 
drives daily in the park in her admirably ap- 
pointed victoria. Grand legal people and literary 
folk with well-known names come and dine with 
him and go away with words of admiration, 
stating their belief that a sounder lawyer does 
not exist than Maurice Forrester, as he now calls 
himself, but silence and restraint reign at his 
hearth. The wife is never sure that she does the 
right thing ; the children are relieved and joyous 
when " father rolls off to court," and over all 
hangs that heavy pall, the authority of a selfish 
spirit, which in seeking its own gratification re- 
gardless of the rights, the happiness of others, 
dooms itself to perpetual dissatisfaction. There 
is not in all the wide world of London a more 
restlessly discontented man than Maurice For- 
rester, who has won success, escaped the punish- 
ment of his evil intentions and gained nearly all 
the heart of man can desire. 

St. Muur still wonders aimlessly in search of a 
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